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BACKLANDS. anovel, Farquhar Mclay. 


A.warm drizzle in late August. In tho public square, passing 
through. Gettdng elboved, tranped on,. pushed to one side. Nobody 
looke hack. I don't set angry any more. The way they come pouring 
down on you. Blind ignorance. I-used to yell at then. Getting 
avept richt out on the tide. Uothing I yelled at them helped. No 
way through to then. Ail walled up. Anaesthetized at all the 
openings. I don't get angry any more. 


I thirk of the wall: my well. ly face to the wall, eyes shut 
but not asleep, seldom dsleep now. The moment of awakening has 
grow too painvul. The wilt «2 jourasy cerose a desert, a life, 

a tend. I put my fingers to the crusbling wall. It is cold to the 
teveh, a bare decaying surface. Mirror in which I trace my own 
deorepti tule, Sore pencil. jottings: names, dates, the sayings of 
great men. 


Woliding in a familiar street. 


46 I had guessed 171 turned out to be at the slimy end. The 
Gorbals wae like that, Long strests with the washed at one end end 
the ummshed at the other. BDomiric had been lying. ie'd said his 
Glose was beside the school. Jut the school was at the other end, 
the nusleus sround which a Little pouket of the centeel-ninded had 
grouped itself, Such fanilies persisted in the mest ineuspicious 
surroundings. ‘Their merc was the brass doorbell and the hair door 
mat and the close was pipe~clayed once each week. 1. was dark, 
dirty and dilepléntois oy ciel of Corbale. 1% sevaaled a Lot about 
Dominic, that lie. ity heart want out to him, poor Dominic with his 
pathetie little lle. I loved him more for the lie than if he'd told 
me the truth. 


The people are rumming now, they don't like it out here. The 
street frichtens them. For them it's pain out here. You can't blame 
people for not wanting pain. Not wanting to be out here any more. 

I know what they feel and that is why I don't get angry with then 
any more. Out here you can be reached. In your body, in your mind, 
laid open, trampled. You get pillaged out here, Naked and an easy 
shot. It seares then, No place te go every day, except maybe the 
park or the public totlet. He frequents the public toilet. A hancer~ 
about in public toilets, No pienie, brother. They are in pain when 
they are out here. No relief till they get inside seme building or 
other. The place of work 4s the refuce. Nice steady work where 
nothing can touch you. Heaven it is. Where you have little rules te 
keep the game safe. Keep my Dominie sofe from harm. You couldn't be 
angry. Let them sink into their Little cushy mambers. Into their 
little ossuaries. Lot thea settle in nicely, e1L blinkered up. It's 
heaven. 


I have Dawinie's tobacco pouch and pipe, his First Commmion 
photograph and a letter of two sentences: Roturning at the end of 
the manth os new teaching post now vacant. See you Louk me up. 


It bas a Valencia post rark. 


The morning that letter came. I was in bed, trying to remeber 
the first old mon I had ever knom. “1d Mickey O'Dormel. He hed 
cone to spend his last years in the single-end on the lcnding above 
us in the lane. I would be with ny mother weer she went up Lo cook 
Mickey's dinner and tidy his roan and mke up his bed. And we always 
found lackey the same. Always seated in the same hard choir end 
staring inte the same dying embers. Somotincs win he louked up and 
saw us there he would stamp his fect hard on the bara floorboards. 
Never once had I known Mickey to utter a word. And somehow in ny 
mind the idea had grounthat itiekey's job in life was to reaember the 
pest, to remenber evarythinc that had ever happened in his whole life. 


And the day we fowl him dead very little was different. He was 
seated in the same hard chair and staring as before. Only nay the 
grate had gone cold and hia boots were stilled. Then suddenly 
there was the pain passing from my mother to mo = oy mother's 
pain, a saystery I could never penetrate, a puzzle I could never 
Piece together, till in another dream I found the ime of her 
paint a secret wound she bore on her body, ever open, never healing. 
And with the conlng of the knowledge of this new pain I could no 
lenger believe that Mickey's work had been remembering. Rather it 
seened that ell, those years Mickey hed been striving to forvet. 
It 1s a way of striving to be ald: to get release. 


~ . Nowedets forget nothing, though man has infinite capacity for 
forgetting. Something we improve om all our lives. If you refuse 
to remember, you have nothing. Remember all the suffering, all. the 
tears, go back and renember, ali ihe huniliations, keep twisting 
at then till you wring some kind of menming or siomifleance out of 
then. Mostly it's the sense of waste that hurts, The imouleize 
that we have been afrcid aad the course our life took tunel at 
every point on our fear. Like children in terror of ghosts. Always 
kneeling before the same door: authority's. We lacked heart, We 
might have stalzed past, bold and deternined with our heads in the 
air, but we lacked heart that day. 


Dominic returned with cognac and cigars. A deep tan wes visible 
on hands and face. There was an imperious moustache and faintly 
tinted spectacles, a white suit ond dickey-bow tle. Then there was 
this laborious edge which now hung about Dowinic's speach. An 
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affected and ridiculous idiot: and the more ridiculous he was the more 


resolute was ay affection for him, 


Dreaming, not sleeping, seldom apleep now. Unending vistas of 
the wall. The first of the futile exercises te which I bend my 
ind: trying to locate precisely and identify the pain, Today's 
pain, trait ia. Yesterisy's is already a chimera, All becomes 
Clear with the passare of time. Today's pain I will sport with 
tomorrow. Everything ie sweet in retrospect. All ay Vanquished 
littie nightuwares, quaint little emisculate things, now so 
subdued, at isy beck ang call, All my anuemte little victims. An 
acceptable diversion from the pein. Better than two drinanyl 
tablets. dn aid to endurance. Faw days in fifty odd years when it 
was any different. You will find me in a huddle of dirty bede 
clothes, face to the wall, oyes shut beh not aslegs, seldaa 
asleep now. Here lies Boots. 


I have kept waten here ten years, 


The bed, the sterpot and the lavatory. 4 honely round. They 
used to send a Green lady. Sniffer-ont of vermin, ‘The rat~tat~tat 
of her pencil on <he door. Mya calling. “You seen quite content 
living in filth, You vent te sive yourself a suaks, m'lad. Feee up 
to things." Name one. "A job. You could get yoweelf a job.” tane 
another, “iave you iris. industrial Kehebilitation?" Tame another, 
"You should be meeting people, mixing mare." ame another. "Think 
of the future. What's to became of yon?* 


I pee gale urine. Any other selient facts? 


The besgere at Salivan, The troop train drew in at Kaliyan. The 
axeleton-thin exma of the begrzers beating on the train. Deolali. The 
char wallah ind the Glascou twang. "Toa fee Glesca, Jimmy, you wen ae 
theym razor~slashers feo Srigton?" The Brigton Pony a lLevend now in 
the For Bast. Declali bed-bugs. Or maybe Bricton bed~bugs. The first 
thing I got was swallpox. 


In the convalescent camp at Poona the fellow next bed to me 
out off his cock. I saw the severed flesh. Shrivelled pieca of 
skin, some hair. The orderly told me it had been the biggest he'd 
over ceen. "You can tell a madman by the size of hia cock,” he 
seid. They kept it in a brass box with Chinese writing on the 
inside. Byreryhody had a quict squint at it. Going home, he was, 
without his prick, Better than a dap bayonet in the guts. “His 
wife will bloody murder him instead," they joked. iiot very likely. 
A practical tallow was tat Daniel. A finger or a toe would have 
yet nim at u disaévantare. But a cock? Having no cock ia no 
handicap. Any sensible man cer do without hic mickey. Fow ho was 
a emuch Deniel was happier. "You see, I can comcentreo now," he 
said, “nm things that matter." He had nis head sereved on had 
Daniel, 


Then 1+ was two days to Ranchi by train. That was followed by 
e long haul of thirty miles along the dreary Piseca Road, I got 
dysentery after that, I renesber the chalk tablets. Reading Bigar 
Allan Foe st a rest cemp in Secunderabed. First taste of sodomy. 
A lot of it about. We blamed it on the hot flat Bancalore beer, The 
kiltie and I toured around Hyderabad on stole bicycles. 


I remember the icy Himalayan blasts in Dera Dun. Long halts at 
Cawmpore, Lucknow, Delhi, After Dera Dun it was Japan. We sailed on 
the steamer Uhiula strelcht cut of o Caleutte brothel. I Kissed ny 
kiltle good-bye. He waa off te an § anm titema with a gobble 
wallah, I was bound for Shikolm, a place calle] Takeamisu-san-Bashi. 
From there we journayed to the little town ou: Gcijama on the islend 
of Honshu. I likei it thames. Cunt was so plentazal I soon forgot all 
about my Liltie. Faticues vere minimal. 


It was at Ocijama, however, i contracted ny 32d and final arny 
disease: T3. It Looked like the end but wasn't, 


When they hoisted me aboard the hospital ship Somersetshirse in 
Singapore harbour I felt I was passing out of history. There was 
dejoction and relioz. lever to soldier nore. Was there a war? It 
mattered nothine to me. My comtey had offered me up to history: 
history hed spurnc’] me. I might have been a begger at Kaliyan. he 
wos shaken and surprised. Mme sensed that history was seldom so 
pernickity. There must indeed be bad stuff in one. They hoisted 
this abject charpoy~basher into a cot to die. If I ercak at sea 
will, they feed me to the fishes? Without the slichtest hesitation 
they bloody-well will. Christ but if the fishes have any semse thoy 
wont eat me. Bad stuff in me. Weeded out, you were. Discovered in 
time. Clapped in trons like the seven good Dorsets that mmtiniod at 
Kure, lnybe you think history hasn't cot eyes in its head. Halted 
you in your tracks, anyway. Can one go on? Caving in. Clampei~in 
jaws. Shitescared to look in the glass. Peeing pale urine. 


“I want to tall: about oy mother,” Douinie said. 
"All right," I eaid, “we'll talk about your mother." 


"It's a big responsibility," Dominic said. "She's codmz downhill. 
She needs me." 


"Sure she needs you," I said. "You have to look after her," 

"I heave to be on band," Dominic said. 
"In ease anything happens," I said. 

“Anything could happen," Dominic said 

"I suppose I'm lucky in a way," I said, "not having any ties." 


"You don't know how lucky you are," Dominic said. “Anything could 
happen. She could have a stroke." 


"A stroke is dengerows," I said. 
“Hy father died of a stroze," Dominic said. 
"God rest him," I aoid. 


"She could be lying there on the floor," Dominic said, *Hobody 
to help her. The neighbours doen't care." 


*Thoy wouldn't want to know," I goid, 


"It's not like in the old days," Doninic said, "when we had 
neighbours. Real neighbours. Nobody cares eny more." 


"It's every man for himself," I said. 

"In ny dad's time," Dominic said, "people were moro friendly. 
My ded used te tell us about the old days. Neighbours helped one 
another," 

"Nobody cares any more," I said. 

"I don't know anybody's first name up that close," Dominic 
seid. "Bren if you were shouting for help they wouldn't want to 
know." 

“That's the way it ls these days," I said, 

"In ay dad's time," Dominic said, "you could co out and leave 
your door open, Lot naw. They burst in and do your meter. They 
@aasi: Up the furmiture and do a shite in the middle of the floor. 
Toat's people you Live beside." 


"Things are certainly different," I said. 
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"I don't think my mother understands it," Dominic said. "The 
old people just don’t understand it. iy mother cries at night. I 
lie listing. She wants me to hear." 


"It's a cad time, Dominic," I said. "The em is going dom." 


"She wants me to hear ani suffer with her," Dominic said. "I 
have betrayed her," 


"She forgives you," I said. 


He moves closer. Mlankets and coverlet heaped at the bottan of 
the bed. A hot Jime day. Dominis is sobbing. 


For wits the begluning of for and shame Hien had uniergone 
& sudden chance. The Cerden had been transformed before thelr eyes. 
The dragon hod reared his head. The cunning, ali-lmowing reptile 
dogged their footatepa wherever they ran. Thore was no escape. They 
tried to forget how they had laughed and swept through the lone 
grass, kicking tholr heels and mking faces at the pods of this 
tom: this stunted place. But the trces had become spectres, caumt 
and leafless. The gentle breeze had turned to a shrill biting blast. 
The long grass hid a quagmire waiting to engulf them, And the 
dregon's print was everywhere, striking terror in their hearts, 
They were in the kingiom of the reptile. 


So Dominic hed to choose. He learnt to mke his peace with the 
new gods, He would go on his knees in shame and apologise for his 
mother: her blindness, her naivety. He learnt to be ruthless, He 
became proficient in the langucge of guile. Hea knew nothing of any 
vetrayal: not then, He could not be loyal to folly. Jot even to his 
mother's folly. 


4nd was it this betrayal that broke his mother, or was it 
because she knew that the betreynl was in vain? Did she know thet 
her aon would never be accepted into the heart of this town? For 
that's the way it was. The harder he tried te be like then, the 
nore they despised him. And then 4t became Dozinic's turn to be 
blind and naive: he would read comradeship into their leathing 
because now it was accompanied with laughter end not with jeors. 


After he had betrayed her she would be trying to say something 
to him, She must have known his distance from her. Sho must have 
known no word could reach hin, He bad abandoned her languages this 
tou bed taught him another, All that she had given him of herself 
he hed abandoned. And the tears would flood her eyes as the 
terrible anguish flooded her soul. And Dominic slipped further and 
further fron her, 


She would pray for her lost children, Her pein had becone her 
last blessing, Link with her very own. Hor om heart's truth, In 
a hard dark tom this night she is wosping. The children 211 
astray. She is praying. Poor old mother. She will forgive him aa 
sne pities him. The poor feeble child. She will not refuse hin, 


Tarough St Enoch te Clyde Street. Down onto the new enbonknent, 
Whorls of black dust building up south of the river. Another 
tenonent well. of old Gorbals flattened. Coppers everywhere. Mot 
hard to tell then with the mvy=blue anoraks they all wear, That 
was a special issue. Meant to bs a cute disguise. Put then into any 
gear you like they'll end up turning 1t into a kind of uniform, It's 
the way they're made, They like to be alike, Soldier ants: copper 
ants. Anyway, it's hardly a feasible proposition. To discuise a cop 
you'd have to put a pillow case over his head. The copper has no 
face. He tries to go masked like the people he moves among. Dut the 
eyes are = dead give away, Dy his look syou"i1 spot hin, 
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I have been here, in this small room, ten years. It's only 
been ten years. Ten short years. Thrust out ten years ago this =~ 
month. Ten years since with uncanny certitude I found the bed 
and the wall. The things that keep me whole. Not voyaging to the 
ends of the earth or Mors. Drifting, do you say? My years are 
freighted with nothing you could traffic in, it's true. But thig: tie 
renenbering. Come home to remember, Does not all exploring lead 
back here? Qheself. Solipsist. A homeland alien still. Unconquered 
still. Omy ruined sail! My poor tattered laughable sail! 


The Green Lady gave up on me, Her exorelem reached ita climax 
teo soon. The poor dear fell limp beneath the odours wafted across 
her stony face. Crumbs clinging to my whiskers. Lice-ridden head. 
Grime lodged mder toe-nails. Pestilentdal effluvia rising from 
the genitals. This foul and tainted emitter of stinks got the 
better of her. Hers was the conventional proceedure. A solem 
adjuration apainst smells. The one redeeming feature of her visits 
was that they brought my mind back to the stench. In sharing, cone 
savoured it anew. 


The ctairhead privy when I was a boy in the Gorbals had just 
such a stench. The stairhead privy whose cistern never worked. And 
the little dark lumber room in which we stored eool. And the pail 
we kept there. The green enamelled peil which was om secret shame. 
The pail. we used instead of the steirhead privy. A stench at ance 
revolting and peculiarly enticing. 


"Therese Newnann comes closest to your mother," I said. 
"Who?® Donindie said. 


"Therese Neumarmm. Theresa of Konnerstreuth. She bed the 
stigmata of Christ," I said. 


"That's what she misses most," Dominic eaid, “mse on Sunday." 


Thirty yeors Greta toiled on her father's bit of bog in Donepal. 
She delved and cradled. Peat and dung and potatoes she cradled. Her 
arms and back strong as any man's. She could take an oar in a boat 
stacked high with wrack and pull all the way from Ranafast to the 
village of Amagary. The priests leoked on and approved, watched her 
reach middle life still virgin. Nobody in sight for Greta. A good 
daughter. A worker. Good to see the virgins settling to the toil, 
Tending the old and tilling the sofl., A good lot. Best Mitted for 
it, they ave. Frees the sons te ream abroad, get work, mke a life 
for themselves. 


Bat stretched at her door lay the soa, and on the far horizon 
ships passed, and hope was rekindled. The open sea saya Come: all 
things your heart desires are here. Love and pein and death are here. 

4nd one day Greta sailed away from her father's house and never 
returned. She sought no help, no advice: struck out in search of the 
children God had promised her. 

er wounds. Her saered wounds. 


“Which reminds me," Dominic said, "Itll have to pick up her 
valiuz before six." 


"In Kermerstreuth," I said, "they put Therese in men's clothes." 
"I knew it had to be something weird," Dominic said. 


"It wasn't weird," I said. “She worked like a man so she dressed 
like a aan," 


"Well, it must be all richt if she's a saint," Dominie said. 


Over her mother's arms the patched working parments. Therese's, 
In theso sho had Jeboureds guilt assuaging, They are poor people: the 
lawliest in Konnerstreuth. Doctor and priest nave gone. And glad ta 
eo. Oppressive, that room. Where che 4s. The poor live and dic in 
rooms like that. Death in the dark corners. 4 sprinkle of holy woter. 
Sound har chest. A skylight. She's failing. 


Mother and father stand together, Troubled in their hearts. This 
illness that came from nowhere. In their hearts they say: We have 
killed our child. 


They have shut her out of sicht, in the darkness. She is broken, 
blind, The spine sepless, wasting. Her small round breasts like revt 
trampled buds. And horror fastens on their broken child, They have 
hurried away from that obscene intimacy, 


Horror the husbandmen. Raging plunging roots deaper, ever deeper. 
Screams break and streak down the desolation of the world. The old 
wowan in the follow refuge of age heard, wept. Holy spoliation, 


Xoked to men's sterile labour her being had shrivelled like the 
uprested flower. Now she has life. Full to her soul's depth che lies, 
Her travail was the pascton of our lord: her young his sacred wounds. 
iow she blossoms in her wommbhood, 


Derk ecstacy. Therese. The lowly point the read to sanctity. 


Tey come to probe, examine, judge. They crave judgements and the 
last word. Definitive conclusions. Authoritative declarations. To 
pass judgenent 1s to make an ends to slam the book shut: to have done. 


They rum hospitals and clintes. Feed on long words. They would 
take you and convulse you with electricity. Bum the soul out of you 
with clectriclty. They are the world's men. In tine past they burnt 
witches at the stake, low in smooth and exitless therapy rooms, Tue 
names on the labels change: the contents of the bottles stay the 
sane. They will not let you travel your road, Therese. They will 
make you travel theirs. 


Call it morbid, a case for the shrinks, and one half of the 
world will pay tribute: the pathological is their religion, @& 
wait a hundred years like the eunctators of Rome, and when the 
real Therese is no longes around to embarrass us, turn her into 
& plaster saint: then the other half of the world will genuflect: 
the facc in the prayer book is thelr relicion. 


Sut try leaving her be. Think of her as her own woman, her 
wounis her own worked-ont solution, Show her the courtesy you 
would shew eny youn; mother, and simply raise your hat as you 
pass her in the street. Think of her as being her om property, 
with the power to do with herself and dispose of her own as she 
so wishes. Oppose every attempt to lay hands on her, Then the 
world will condem you. For you pass between two sacred shrines 
and do obelsancs at neither. You resard the peasant girl of 
Konnerstzeuth and not the aureoled fiction in the prayer book, 
You address yourself to the person, not the disease, You respect 
only the flesh ani blood presence of Therese and her wounds. All 
that Therese has you regard as solely here. The world's clains, 
humnity's claims, the claine of science and the claims of the 
Church ~ all fall dend at your feat. 


The lowly point the way to true sanctity. Therese kept to her 
own read. She passed them all by cn her own road, white-coated 
soothsayer and angry priest. She could be intimidated by neither. 
She probed for God's roost in her ow being, a child’ simile 
probing. What she found she tended with a mother's love. God gave 
what men denied, 


“Thilk to me ebout my mother," Doninie said, 


The world of uen has mauy wiles. It will make triumph go shame- 
faced. 


Gur dark city had no power over Greta. But in among the tall 
black tenements children often lost their way. In time that morass 
claimed Dominic. In the dirt of a tack-close on a dark night he 
learnt how to betray Greta. 


"I know she forgives me,* Dominic said. 
*She will always forgive you," I said, 


This morning when I coughed there was no blood in my mouth. It 
was something to feel pleased about. I was wary at first. I thought 
it might be a trick. A sick mn will play tricks upon himself. 
Anything to boost morale, Bren just to relieve boredom. After throe 
days of bloodspitting the sense of personal catastrophe had worn 
off, Evidently nothing new or interesting was going to happen to 
me. It was just another of those dreary interludes to be endured 
as best one can. You can try enduring it or try kidding yourself 
out of it. And when I coughed and could taste no blood I thought 
Iwas trying to kid myself out of At. How? By swallowing the blood 
before it hit the palate. You give only lirht little courhs so 
that there is insufficient vigour behind it to fetch the sputun 
up into the mouth. My tongue tasted like all mmmer of filth. The 
unmistakable tang of one's own blood was wissing. Gid pulmonary 
cases will know the feeling. I could now co to the hospital with 
an easy mind. It would be all right to go now, now the 
haemorrhaging was over. I wes coughing hard now with no signs of 
steining in the sputum, I could go to the chest clinic now with 
& good erip on myself. When the bleed is running out of you it's 
another matter. You are thelrs. When St Francis kissed the leper 
he said: She's sine. The medies like you on your back like that, all 
atrenble, ready to submit to anything. Even a kiss will do. When St 
Francis turned his back she would curse his guts. She'd rather be 
an occasion of ain. 
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Be sure you can muster the strength te hurl abuse at then, 
“Erysipelas bastard you!" That's what the leper woman screamed 
out under the kiss. The words were muffled but their import was 
plain enough. She was the meat in the sandwich Francis was offering 
up te God. lice for Francis but not much in it for her, Better an 
incrate every time. the way of getting back at them 
= 


Victor is ashamed to walk in the street without the coat he 
wore all winter. Feels naked and an easy shot without it. The piss 
stein on the front of his trousers is noticeable, All the urine 
never seems to come avay at once. An inveterate mxsturbator, would 
you say? He wears no uderpents. Excessive discharge of urine a 
worrying factor. Has tried tining himself over the pan. There is 
always & residue which has to be soaked up by his trousers. He 
has tvo suits. Stains resistant to all dry cleaning processes, it 
would seem. He wears * black cromble overcoat. the imagines he 
has had this ccat all his life. 


My friend Victor has come out to post a letter, wearing his 
big heavy coat. He is walking down Sherwotd"fR'the middle of the 
afternoon. A bright sumny day but the sun doesn't do much for 
Sherwood Street. If Victor had his'way he would keep it winter 
here all the year round, Rainlashed and Wind-swept. An overcast 
sky is better suited to the tone of these tenenents, This prewar 
slum-clearance stuff takes on a scabby look in the sun. 


Three narrow streets straddling a steep hill half-a-nile long. 
Victor passes some old folk stuck for treath on the steep hill, - 
They are miking their wey beck from dow there. Everything is dom 
there. Shops, chapel, pub, bookie, bingo, post office, police 
office and bus stop. lo buses go up the bill: road not wide enough, 
sfinor oversicht. 


Victor lives right at the top, in lio, 3, teeinc the spinsters! 
flats, 
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He is walking down on the side of the even numbers. A habit of 
his. The moment he steps out of No. 3 he immediately crosses the 
street. And coming back he keeps to the side of the even numbers, 
only cutting across when he arrives directly opposite lio. 3. Tet 
between pavement and pavonent only that little strip of tarnacad- 
amed roadway not twelve fect wide. For as long as he possibly can 
Vietor likes to stay on the side which is not his am. The side 
he is not identified with, He likes to pretend that he is passing 
up and dow Sherwood Street purely by accident. — 


New he crosses onte the side of the odd numbers, The cluster 
of fishwives pathored outside No. 179 made his legs turn to jolly. 
 "Danm fuck then, ubot are they staring at?" Vietor mtters under 
his breath. A grey day ina prey street. 


Earlier the day hed a rosicr hue. Victor was at his bedroon 
window when ifiriem came mst in the street. How easy it was, just 
to show yourself like that, just to beckon with your fincer and 
you hed her. This tddy wife with her message bags, coming back 
from the shops, 2 compactly-bullt, extrenely neat, soberly got-up 
young women with that severe, no-nonsense lool on her face, velline 
her vulnerability. She would come all right. Abe's tidy wife would 
come, Qne~lecced Abe at his window with the binoculars, poor Abe 
who lost his Leg in the foundry. She would come for Victor as she 
came for the others. Plenty of others, All he had toe do ws show 
himself there at the window, beckon with his finger and he had her. 


"Not in there," Miriam said. "He can see right in there fron 
our place." 


Victor pulled the bedroom door shut. 
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“and this room as well," Miriam said, pointing her head 
towards the second bedroom. "Cnly there's no bed in there, 
anyway, is there?® 


She wes a little flushed and breathless after the stairs. Close 
to her in the unlit lobby Victor could sense the woman's strength, 
The strength of her mmgering. Ne was looking at the message bags, 
crammed with groceries, which ump from each of her hande. Would 
there be something for him there? 


"You want te cet curtains or something up on your windows," 
Miriam said, "We can see you dead easy any time we want. In fact, 
that's about all Abe over does. I think the bastard's going queer, 
do you know that? I think he's taken a fancy to you. Day and bloody 
night, it's cll he ever dees, Come and see this, Miriem, come and 
see this!* I thought it was some bird at first. Christ, it's you! 
I'll bet hefs et the window right now." 


That left the living-room, which was on the other side of the 
house. "What's wrong with in here?" Miriam said, pushing her way in. 
She put down her bags end stood with her buck to the fireplace. The 
living-room was clearly somebody's bedroom. A bed sottes was drawn 
out across the middle of the floor. A nightdress hung across the 
wooden rail at the bottom of the bed. A brassiure peeked out from 
under a pillow, 


"Who sleeps in here?" Mirlam said. She wunbottoned her coat and 
Jaid it on a chair. "Your wife?" 


She turned and ran the backs of her fingers upwards through her 
hair, Her taut buttocks quivered slightly as she went on tiptoes 
before the mirror, 


“dh, I imow what's what all right," Miriam sold. "I'm near round 
the bend myself with that nut case up there. Him and his Sermn 
binoculars. I thought it was some bird et firet. But no. It's you. 
There on the bed, starkers, wonking," 
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Victor picked up Lottie's things from the bed and went into 
the seullery with them. He put then in a laundry bag wider the 
sink. The right place for them, Lottie would approve of that, 
Lottie liked things in their proper places, And things used as 
they were meant to be used. Like rooms. The right use of rooms. 
The Law of the Prophets to the Pharisees. A day of dark shame in 
Lottie’s life: the day she was forced inte mking the living-room 
her permanent sleeping-place, The room of the shiny objects. It 
was like keeping coal in the bath tub. The Meiklejohns in 2% were 
said to be at that. 


The day she left Victor's bed and went to sleep in the second 
bedroom was happy by comperison. Death-trap though it was, she 
had to aduit. ico chimmey, not even an air vent. In winter the 
neleture from the seullery would candense on the freezing walls. 
Moulds formed on the furniture. Great cluaps of fungi sprouted on 
the walls. The damp settled on the bed-clothes you clung to, and 
hovered in the alr you breathed, Lotile stuck it two winters 
running. 


“He likes saying it," iliriam said, "the words, like. He gets 
& thrill when he talks to me about it. Well, that's ali he's got, 
isn't it? He watches you the whole time. The things you get up to 
in there! I thoucht you imew. I told him. I said, ‘!e's only doing 
it because he Incas we're watching.’ If nothing's doing he just 
stands there reading comics. He'd break uy neck if ho ever found 
out I came up here. It's OX because he can't see the street or the 
close from over there. I'd blow all right if it wasn't for Rilly 
and Jacqueline, belicve me." 


She gave a little mock shudder with her whole body exposed to 
the air. She bent slightly and went onto the bed on her Imecs, 
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Vietor stepped out of his piss-steined trousers and went onto 
the bed. He watched the woman's back reflected in the glass doors 
of the display case. The shiny objects looked out at him. What a 
confused, affronted lock they had. He hardly ever noticed them any 
more, All their sparkle gone. The bed had cut them down to size. A 
bed means fluff and dust and stoor in the air. You have to be out 
with the hoover and wiping and polishing the whole time, That's if 
you wanted to have the ideal living-room, which Lottie did. ALL 
right if you hed a maid servent. Lottie had to go ont to work every 
day. Always the rush to beat the clock. 


Knick-nacks she called them. Her knick-nacks. Lottie's little 
knick-nacks. The glass ashtrays didn't gleam any more. This had 
been the showpiece, this room. The wall-to-wall carpet and the 
colour TV. It was the state of your Miving-room that determined 
your fate. It was like a test you had to pass. 


Me day the inspeotor of living-rooms would kmock on your door. 
Lottie would recognise him at once. She had his picture before her 
in her mind's eye every day of her life. He bad all the necessary 
qualifications, was scaped and scented, and had long shapely fingers 
with beautifully maniemred nails. He would be carrying a briefcase 
of elegant design. The glint of leather. In it would be important 
docunents relating to people like the Meiklejohns. The riff-reff. 
Blacklists. Dossiers. Nomes, dates and offences all listed. Fines 
levied and sentences imposed. Photographs and fingerprints. Judges! 
remrke and recomendations. What the Means Test had to cay. The 
psychiatric reports and probation officers’ findings. The whole 
shebang. He would be in possession of the full facts of the case, A 
well-brought up young man and quite fashionable. Shouldex-Length 
hair and gold-rimmed spectacles. A little pale with the faticue of 
taking his degree. Little red mouth and small tight buttocks. Maybe 
just the rudiment of a cock - she would let him have that. She 
would know her deliverer when she saw him, And he with his expert 
eye would discern in her... Ah, dear Lottie. the without stain, 
Furbisher of geegaws ani ornamental gimerack., Lottie would geta 
gold star. 
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Rewarded at last. Qe would have been, Not now. ilo. The day 
Lottie wheeled in and pulled out that bed settee the gold star 
fell forfeit. The showpiece wis no more. For the right use of 
rooms was a cardinal point. The young man would see at a glance 
there was souething amiss. And the idea cut Lottie to the bone. 


Miriam lay on her bally with her head resting on har forearm. 
Victor kneeling on the bed watched himself in the glaas as he 
stroked her. Lottie would knew. Thay would leave the smell of 
sex in the bed. Shoving into Lottie's sereved-up little face. 
their dirt. The idea of Lottie's cringing diegust buoyed Victor 
up. 


"Be dirty," Mirdam said. "Right dirty." 


You couldn't have faulted Lottie for not. trying. In the 
beginning she did try to salvage something. At first she used to 
rise at 6 A.M, instead of 7-30, She used to lift and fold away 
the bed settee. She used to gether up blankets and sheets and 
pillows and lump thom inte a cupboard in the lobby. She used to 
sweep the carpet and dust the mantelshelf. She used to clear the 
ashtrays and wipe the coffee table. Some mornings she even changed 
the curtains or washed the windows. But that was only at first. 


The strain began to tell on her, as the mushreems burgeoning 
in ths second bedroom had told on her. Poor Hubert Blakely fretted 
over her impelred performnce in the office. Stuffing wage packets 
with the wrong soney was serious: it turned the whole thing into a 
lucky dip. Naturelly the gainers weren't squawking, but the losers 
howled like hell, and poor Hubert Biekely had to fork out. It was 
happening rather too frequently. Bren good kindly Hubert wasn't 
going to put up with it forever. Not that he would find c 
roplaceacnt easy to come by, since Lottic did at least two people's 
work. But that only meant she nade twice as mmy mistakes whose 
ramifications were twiee as far reaching. Could Blakely's Sions hold 
up with Lottic arowd the places? That was the question Hubert asked 
himself, 
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Onse Lottie sensed her danger the practical, aide of har nature 
was suddenly aroused. The job at Blakely's just had to have priority. 
Jn the employ of Hubert Blakely, Engraver, Lottie had found a haven 
of sanity secure from Victor. A recognised role was sanity. In Hubert 
Blakely she had e weapon with which to repulse Victor and the dark 
private stuff. Her job was her place ont there where everything was 
official and legit: only in serving Hubert Blakely was her sense of 
reality sustained. That must never be placed in Jeopardy. 


With the daydreams jettisoned, Lottie soon fownd she was lying in 
longer in the mornings. In time she wasn't even lifting the settee 


and packing away the bed things. Che had to learn to let small things 
slide. 


Tne albino boy with the aerosol. worked away quietly unimown to 
ali the world save one. The same meticulous regard in the shaping of 
each letter and the spacing of each line. Nothing alipshod permitted. 
The gable-end of the spinsters' flats willl have less sorupulous 

beautifiers. The paint~spray chronicle ran thus: 


usz toon 
rale toon 
rule the universe 
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TOO! TONGS YA BAS 
KILL 


OK little cents 


"And whose wenk orc you?" Abe said. He turned the focusing wheel 
tdil he got the correct readjustment. The boy steod on an upturned 
ash can. Abe knew Whitey. Habitue of Fun Land and lure for pederasts, 
A bad article. Carried two colf bellu in a woollen sock, Burgled the 
spinoters’ flats. Med up old thy Crawford and peed on her, ilf-blind 
little sermt, Night~hevk, Hed hie eye on Abe's flat, That tine Abe 
coing down to empty the Din caught him prowling about in the beck. 
Sussing the place out. Looking where the roen Pipe rant next to whose 
window? After that night Abo always left his window open. Abs hoped 
he would chance 1t. Jesus, o one-Legged man. You could handle a one« 
lecged man, Whitey, Abe waited patiently each night. That guff on the 
walls didn't seare Abe, Kids’ phantasies. Even if ho had a gang he 
was at liberty to briny them. Abe would show then wanking. All learnt 
in Young Offenders Institutions. Goucho sounded a bit feroetous but: 
who could he be? All the others Abe thought he could identify. A gong? 
4 bunch of little arscholes cettine it up each other. 


In for a rude awakening in tackling Abe. Joon, Mek, Westy, 
even the mysterious Goucho whoever he tumed out to be, yes ant 
you too Whitey, on a loser with Abe. All comers welcane, bring 
your chibs, Abe needs no chib. At karate sines he was elght yoara 
old, Ihe all the belts with the siucle exception of the bleak. 
Would have won « black but for the ler crush in MeNial's forge. 
CLYMPIC NOPE LOSES LEG, Let then rush in sereeching with their 
claw homers ond weat clecvers. They always try to denoralize you 
first by shridkcing like wild mm. It wouldn't work with Abe, Abo 
would just shriek back ot then, only louder. He had been famous 
for that, the way he used to shriek at opponents. Then « kick 
with the old camry and 2 couple of shops. He would scatter the 
Tonge all richt, no denger. Hos every eclour of belt save only 
black, ABE IS SO SAD. Could have gone right to the top. He was 
a natural was Abe. Even the Japs hed to admit it after he knookad 
out their champion. Turned dow an clleexpenses-paid trip to 
ToleLo for specsicl coachins. JAP PROMOTERS WOO ABE. Then there wan 
his reputation es a citiaen, KARATE STAR FOILS RAIDERS. The 
Shakespeare Street payroll snatch. "This brave man... grappled 
with and overpowered two masked and armed memee. as a security 
guard lay dying .,.. and terrified passersby covered. in doorways..." 
Watson ané White, ex-pugs, two of the hardest men up the Gaspipe 
Road, White had an oisam end Weteon a bayonet. Detective Chief 
Inspecter Finley Meelaren, head of Maryhill CID, said: "Abe was 
magnificent. I will be recommending that he be honoured for bis 
outatending bravery," HAVE-A-GO ABE GETS GALLAITRY MEDAL, The 
Chisf Constable's Cenmendation fer Brove Genduot is framed and 
hengs om the wall abere Abe's bed. "This brave man..." Abe would 
like to show Whitey that Conmoniation. Poor disadvantaged boy. 
They could sit tozether om the bed and study the lettering: a work 
of art. the sort of thing vhitey vould apprealate, Sit close 
together an? be friends. 
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Whitey moved out of view, the graffiti message completed to 
his satisfaction. An able little proparendist. Sexual vituperation 
of rival gangs his speslality. Whitey knew al] about sexual kinks. 
A war-time mst in any chronicler, Two golf balls in a sock inside 
his shirt. When they're down at the suck he lets them have it. The 
dull thuds. Likes making dents in bald shiny skulls. Thkes their 
Jackets and trousers avey with him, plus any jewellery and cash. 
W411 provide you with a gold wateh or signet ring at low cost any 
time: just give him en hour's notiee, Never short of dough. Playing 
wlth spray-paint his only relezation. 


Abe let the binoculars drop onto his amplitude of waistline and 
heng there. He chook cut and straightened the Daily Record yet 
again. MINI THUG ROBS GRAN (80). It had to be Whitey. What that boy 
needed. First: the boot with the gammy in the crotch. That would 
sickon him right. Then a punch in the threat. No coming back after 
that. And then what? 


Abe was thinking how he would go about reascuring Whitey 
afterwards, A mn with Abe's reputation, Scourge of the hard men. 
4 mon Whitey would respect. All a mtter of names. Abe Imew all 
the names, all the hard mon. He mew them all, hed drunk with then 
all. Kemp. Russo. Scout OMled11, Alele. Sankey. Mexde Klar. Fitch, 
Tanburini, Allie Gluck, Peter Monual, Kilna. Mig cowboy O'Hara, 
Swiftie McCOGL. Cyril Grow. Pud Slevin. Pie. All names to conjure 
with. 4nd plenty more if neoded. 


Then Abe could bring out his 32 x 50 Moxk Scheffel. Prisma ties, 
the model. de-luxe with lenyard and straps. Point act to the boy the 
70 ma objectives for increased effootivencas after dark, Ack him if 
he would like to know who burgled May Crawford and peed on her. Abe 
was an eye-witness. Or who smashed 244 panes of class, shattered 
four giant skylight windows, set ablase thousands of books and 
Jotters and wrecked a grand plano in St Xavier's primary school 
last week. Abe saw it al as it happened. 
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And talking about walls, it is here I mst 
doff my cap to someone else - the previous occupant 
and bona-fide owner of this flat, one Simon Trotter 
Bulrett, out-of-work coachbuilder, now passed on. His 
coreaspondence, which on occasion I have meandered 
through, lies strewn amongst the rubble which blocks 
the door. Why he preserved such stuff is beyond me, 
unless he couldn't afford toilet paper. It consists 
mostly of official reminders that certain monies are 
still owing. There is one interesting item, which 
explains much that may seem odd about Mr Buirett: a 
grimy and crumpled little booklet, minus its cover, 
in which the State sets out the precautions one should 
take when they set fire to the world. Some letters 
have fleated in since Mr Buirett's departure. The 
jatest was a Sheriff Court summons for mlawfully 
tampering with his electricity metre, This charge he 
will have to answer at a higher assizes. 


From what I can gather, the people round here 
were not over~fond of poor old Simon. His standing 
seems to have been about on par with my own, if not 
a@ little less so. When they heard he had snuffed it 
they were delighted. It seems that his do-it-yourself 
home improvement schemes caused them great anxiety, 
kept them, to tell the truth, in a constant state of 
panic. Looking at the condition of this flat I'd say 
they had every right to be anxious. Simon left his 
mark on it with a vengeance, 


To begin with, he pulled down the dividing wall 
between the bedroom and living room. I can see no 
good reason for doing this, except perhaps that he 
wanted a ready supply of bricks. They are dotted all 
over the apartment, in neatly stacked piles. 


Reclining on two of these piles 1s the bedroom door. 
I use it asa table, 


But Me Buirett did not stop there. He uprooted 
the lavatory pan and refitted it here in the living 
room. It is in perfect working order. To keep it 
company he disconnected the bathtub and fetched it 
along as well, It remins as he positioned it, upside 
down, the copestone on a little wall of bricks with 
@ narrow entrance at one end. It is easy to see what 
he was up to. Ne was following the government mnval 
on how to secure oneself against nuclear explosions: 
under the door for one-megaton blasts, under the tub 
for the really heavy stuff. He had bricked up the 
window in the bathroom, likewise the window in the 
bedroom, It is my impression he was about to start 
on the living-room window when calamity struck from 
another quarter altogether; ppd his heart gave out. 


Qne other amenity is Mr Butrett's shelving 
system. When Mr Buirett wanted a shelf he didn't put 
up @ couple of brackets and a bit of wood: he simply 
howked out a few bricks. The walls are riddled with 
these little niches, sometimes lined at the back 
with mirrors, so that wherever you happen to be in 
this house you find your own eyes peeping out at you - 
at least you hope they’re your own eyes. 


The house-agent has given up sending people 
along to view the flat, It is conceivable he was losing 
customers, if not indeed mking life-long enemias. 
People take one look at the place and hurry away, not 
only badly shaken, but feeling downright insulted, 
Thanks to the Ministry of Defence, and the pertinacity 
of Mr Buirett in carrying out their instructions, the 
property is now a total write-off, and I am likely to 
be left here undisturbed for some little time to come, 
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It was Abe the Grass who tipped me off about 
this house. he morning he came up to me in the bar 
of the Burnt Earns and told me he'd heard that old 
Katz was giving me a bed time over the rent he was 
due. It didn't surprise me that Abe was in possession 
of this informtion, Abe had antennae for such things. 
Very little passed in this tow that he didn't get to 
hear about. He told me it was dangerous to run up 
arrears with a mn like Tony Kats, I knew he was right. 
He said if I wanted to get out he knew of a place where 
I could live rent-free for as long as I liked. "That 
sounds great, Abe," I said, "where is this place?" I 
had a long time to wait before an answer was forthcoming, 
I had to give him my undivided attention for the best 
part of a day, I had to buy him drink, play dominoes with 
him, walk him home, listen to the story of his life and, 
after he had unstrapped his artificial leg, lift him onto 
the bed and tuck him him, I reckon, though, {t was cheap 
at the price. 


The first neighbour to put in an appearance was 
the lady from next-door. She came tumbling in after the 
dog. While she unhitched the dog she muttered something 
about being Mre Clarkston but I could call her Clara, 
She looked very large in a blue florel dress, She stood 
there taking in the full renge and complexion of the 
changes wrought by Mr Bulrett. 


"T can't imgine what came over him," che tut- 
tutted. "It really is very sad, I mean we were 
neighbours for years before all this happened. We 
never had any unpleasantness. He was always such a 
civil little mn. And very fond of Ernest. He used to 
knock my door two or three times a week. ‘Just give 
this to Ernest,' he would say, 'a nice little treat 
for Ernest, if yi dinna mind, Mrs Clarkston.' Always 
the perfect gentleman. Who'd have dreampt it would 
come to this. It's a lesson to us all." 
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Ernest bad got in among the coal and rubble behind 
the door and was chewing noisily on my firewood, 


“Mind you,” Mrs Clarkston said, turning to face me, 
"I didn't come here to discuse Mr Buirett, That's all past 
history now, thank heavens, It's you we have to discuss." 


She clomped away from me again, mking heavy thus 
on the bare floorboards. 


"Let me put it like this," she went on, "what if, 
either today or tomorrow or whatever, I should decide to 
sell my flat? Now that's not such a big if as you might 
think, My brother Gillie's been at me repeatedly to join 
him in Broxburn. I haven't yet said I will. Nothing has 
been decided just yet. In fact I've always pooh=poohed the 
idea up until now, ‘It's out of the question, Gillie,’ I 
said, 'you're not a little boy anymore, you're a grown man, 
You can't expect me to take responsibility for you the way 
I used to.'The truth is it would be quite a wrench for 
Ernest and me, I mean, on the whole we've been very happy 
here. It isn't something one should rush into. And then I 
know my Gillie, yes, all too well. Put his dimer dow to 
him, clean up after him - well, that wretched woman he 
mrried spoiled him something dreadful, She completely 
ruined him, She catered unashamedly to every base instinct 
ina man's mture, When I think of the Gillie I once knew! 
never smoked, never took drink, always out jogging, always 
so proud of his body, and he had a really splendid 
physique, let me tell you. I shudder to think what he's 
becone now, 'I won't be your skivvy,' I told him." 


She was examining the various sections of her face 
amd neck in Mr Buirett's little mirrors. 
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"He's never been off that phone since the day 
Elspeth died," she continued. "Ie needs me. ‘You and 
I were always such good chums,' he says, 'we never had 
a single quarrel.' ‘That's all very well,! I told him, 
"put just you remember I'm not Elspeth. If I consent to 
run your house for you I'll rum it in my own way. You'll 
have to toe the line. You've had it too easy for too 
long.' Ne knows I'm right. Elspeth was a disaster for 
Gillie, She even tried to poison him against me. th, I 
knew what was going on all right. She used to rush out 
the back door whewever I arrived at their house, Couldn't 
face me, you see. Ali her dirty tricks catching up with 
her. Because of course Gillie told me everything. In fact 
her attitule towards me was such, that Gillie actually 
left her for a time. Yes, I had him in my attic for, oh, 
several, months,’ But he was spoiled, It wasn't the old 
Gillie at all, Re soon ran back to her, wouldn't listen 
to reason. Now look at him, on the brink of moral 
collapse, and it's all dom to her. She's left him ina 
fine state, I mst say." 


Clara tapped Mr Buirret's toilet pan with her 
foot. "Does this thing work?" 


I nodded my head. 


She ran oni "Of course, I've mde it plain to him 
just what he can expect. I'm the only one that can save 
him. He has sobbed and pleaded, and pleaded and sobbed. 
What oan I do? How can I refuse him? Mark you, it won't 
be easy. I have no illusions about that, I shall have my 
work cut out, You don't uproot the habit of a lifetime in 
a fortnight, He'll require more than pious homilies, I 
dare say.) Still and all, I was never one to duck a 
challenge. You ask anybody who knows me, But as I say, 
it's not a decision to be taken lightly, Which brings me 
back to the question of my flat," 
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At this point she seemed to lose interest in 
Mr Buirett's alterations. I found myself stepping 
aside to allow her an almost perfunctory glance into 
the bathroom with the bricked-up window. She hardly 
paused for a second. 


“I've had the surveyors in, reputable people, 
ani they put its value at between nineteen and twenty~ 
one thousand pounds, not including carpets, fittings, 
and sundry items of furniture which I should certainly 
have to dispose of, in one way or another, if I went 
to live with Gillie. Now that valuation, even taking 
the higher figure, is a very conservative estimte, I 
do assure you. So you see we're talking about 
substantial sums of money. The only question is: Will 
I get it? Money is in very short supply, as I expect 
you've noticed. Times are hard for everybody. People 
do not hand over substantial sums like that unless 
they're quite sure they're getting their money's worth, 
They, scrutinise, they enquire, they probe. Nothing is 
taken at face value. Nobody is worthy of any trust 
whatsoever. Believe me, two years ago I should have 
had nothing to fear. Before Mr Buirst$ went off his 
head everything was fine, But now, well, I ask you. 
What do you think the reaction will be when people 
discover that we have squatters? I can tell you what 
it will be. It will be a blank refusal to part with 
their money. Ar. empty house adjacent is bad enough, 
Enpty houses do not bode well for any property. People 
see them and immediately their worst suspicions are 
aroused, ‘Aha!’ they say, ‘what's amiss here?! And I 
say nothing about the Pikistanis in 69, It certainly 
doesn't help. But squatters! Squatters are simply not 
to be thought om! Squatters are the very, very end!" 


Slowly, rather daintily, she rested her great 
meaty posteriors on the end of my bed. 
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"I have nothing against you personally, you 
understand. I know nothing about you. You seen quite 
& civil person, But I am bound to say it, I just 
cannot abide people who will not pay their way. It 
goes against the grain, I was never used to that 
kind of thing. We all had to work in ow family. I've 
never claimed a penny Social Security in my life, 
although I've paid in more than most. They're always 
on about the millions unemployed, but if you ask me 
it's the ones who have a Job who have to suffer, 
They're the ones that get penalized, The mn on the 
dole can lie back and have a good laugh. He's got his 
redundancy money, his child-benefits, his rent 
subsidies, his rates allowance, free dental care, 
free valium, frees spectacles for watching the telly - 
and nobody gives a monkey's whether he pays his license 
or not. I don't know where it's going to end. People 
are better off not working these days. I expect it'11 
take a war to set things right." 


She stopped to examine, then mseage, @ plump 
wrist around which the dog~lead was still Looped, 


"Pat them all in uniform, that's the answer," 
she resumed. "That'll perk them upa bit. Of course 
the powers that be don't want to know, do they? Not 
since they lowered the voting age. That was the blunder 
of the century if you ask me, The Common Market is a 
disaster, we all Imow that, but giving these young louts 
the vote... It was little short of criminal. Look at the 
people they send to Parliament, rank blackguards the lot 
of them, They're baukrupting the country with their 
weak~lmeed policies. Where's the ofl revenue going? 
Answer me that. Supplementary benefits, that's where 
it's going, molly~coddling the unemployed, And what 
happens as a result? We have to go sucking up to the 
Arabs, The whole thing is disgusting. In my father's 
day..." 
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She rattled on in this vein for a very long time. 
Her eyes were on my feet, my legs, my hands, ny midriff, 
my chest, my neck, but never my face, There was to be no 
meeting of minds at this session. Whether we were in 
accord or at loggerheads was all one to Clare. Nothing 
whatever was required of me, now she had got properly 
into her stride, neither hum nor haw nor nod of the head, 
It was enough for Clara that somecne was there, a mere 
bodily presence sufficed, I tried to mke myself 
comfortable on the edge of my mkeshift dining table, 
and since my mind wes free to wander I let it wander, 


Clara's volubility on the subject of work got me 
thinking of am uncle of mine who had seldom done a day's 
work in his life, That was uncle larry. Om the day I left 
school, and was at last freed from one set of frewis and 
fakirs, along came Larry with bodements of even worse 
evil ahead, He brought me a brand-new pair of dungarees 
which were still in the Graemvood's parcel like on the 
day he'd bought them ~ "Before you were born, son, long, 
long before," 


He took me aside and put a hand on my shoulder. 
"Boots," he said, "like 4t or no', you're a working maz 
now, an! I just hope you'll hiv mair luck than whit I 
had, You're the breadwinner now, don't forget, an' your 
mither's looking to you to dae weel. There's nae use in 
fillin' your head wi' a lot of nonsense about whit's in 
front of you. It's a hard struggle an' whitever wee bit 
they give you you'll hiv earned it the hard way. But 
here's 2 couple of tips tae keep in mind. Never come 
ower to onybody about whit your pay is. Watch whit your 
seyin' when you hear fly guys slaggin' the boss, for 
your words'll be carried back to him. An' mind always 
say Yes Sir when the boss is talkin' to you, Never jyne 
in arguments about politics or religion, for there's 
gey few workin' men understand a thing about the one or 


the ither. Above all, watch your time-keepin', for bad- 
time-keepin is a shair sign you hate your work. Tou 


heed my words an’ you'll no' go far wrong." 


With these grave words, and an air of high 
solemity, my uicle at last relinquished his grip 
on the parcel. It was an affecting moment. The firat 
and only time Larry ever gave me anything in his life. 
They togged me up in the overalls like people 
observing a ritual, I had come of age. The whole 
family marvelled and clapped me on the back and said 
what a lucky fellow I was to be going out into the 
world with 4 bollerauit like that after it had been 
teuded with such loving care for the best part of a 
lifetime. Of course we all had a good laugh, even 
larry was laughing, There were loud guffaws whenever 
larry's admonishments were repeated. I myself laughed 
as much as anybody, iuclining to my aunt Jessie's 
opinion that "there wur some mitters that Larry 
wadnae ken a haill lote aboot”. 


after my first day in industry I wasn't laughing. 
I had entered a bedlam of smoke, din, bad smells and 
gruesome toil. It ws like a descent into hell. The 
noxious fumes left me gasping for breath and the evil 
smells made me want to vomit. ify Job was mixing asbestos, 
whieh they called monkey dung because of the stench, and 
fetching the stuff in two large buckets up and down a 
complicated system of ladders and catwalks to where the 
time-served men waited for it. You never could get 
enough of it to them, or get it te them fast enough. All 
day long they screamed for the stuff like a pack of 
hungry jackals, In a short time Larry's lovely new 
boilersuit was splattered thick with the monkey dung, 
My body too seemed to be polluted with the stench and 
no amount of scrubbing could rid me of it. I very soon 
forgot all about my new status as breadwinner and began 
to keep an eye open for the easiest mode of @8CA De. 
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It came one day when the boss's mn, a squinny~ 
eyed little toe-rag the name of Ramsay, got wind that 
three lade from the monkey~dung squad were up at old 
MacAndrew's forge having an unofficial tea—break, The 
can sat on the fire brewing away nicely, with the three 
of us huddled over it puffing at dowts and arguing about 
football, the only debate the dispossessed can engage in 
with an easy conscience, At the last minute somebody 
shouted a warning and when Ramsay appeared we were all 
pretending to be busy at different tasks. But the tell- 
tale can still stood on the fire. “Whose tea is that?" 
Ramsay bellowed. The rejoinder was off my tongue before 
I had time to think about it. "Brooke~fucking-Bond's," I 
said. The others turned their faces away to laugh, but 
Ramsay knew they were laughing, and with those three 
small words and that hidden laughter my career in 
industry was blessedly at an end. Ten minutes later I 
was sailing across the Clyde on the Finnieston ferry 
with my lying~time in my pocket, sacked on the spot. I 
quickly disburdened myself of the dungarees and plopped 
them into the river, They sank like a stone. I have 
never pulled on a pair since, 


4s I sat there struggling with the impulse to 
impart the little fable of the dungarees, trying to 
calculate the chances of a favourable, or at least only 
mildly abusive, reaction, suddenly Mrs Clarkston was 
released as froma time warp, and she went scrabbling 
after the poor brute Ernest on my rubbish-heap, There 
wes a fierce tussle lasting some minutes, but after 
being dealt several hefty blows about the head and body, 
the dog was dragged clear of the rubbish and reattached 
to Mra Clarkston's pleated thong. The good lady rose to 
her feet, looking rather badly soiled and dishevelled, 
and cast a pained and bitter look in my direction, 


"I'm saying nothing," she said plaintively, "I'm 
saying nothing. I'm not blaming you, It's not your 
doing, This is bis mess, Butrett's. I had no idea he had 
sunk so low. Thati" she exclaimed, pointing to the dung 
hill, "that is unforgivable, just UN/ORGIVABLE!" 


She looked down at her blue suede bootees, mired 
with a sodden mixture of coal ash, tea leaves and potato 
peelings, "I mean to sey," she went on, shaking her head 
sadly, "I had heard stories, of course, but I never 
belleved for a minute he was capable of anything like 
this. I even used to take his part when the rest sanged 
up on him, Well, I like fair play, I always have, but 
look at the thanks I get. It's s wonder the whole place 
ien't swarming with rats. And remember my bedroom is just 
the other side of that wall. I must say it wasn't very 
considerate of him. It's like a pigpen. I don't mind 
telling you, it's pretty damned unsettling knowing it's 
there. I suppose, in a wiy," she added, "it's mybe as well 
you're here, afterall. At least you'll get the place 
cleaned out." 


She eyed me warily as she wriggled her hind parts 
into rough realignment with a certain undergarment which 
had gone awry in the melee with the dog. "If you're going 
to live here, you'll have to, won't you?" she said ina 
half-wheedling tone. "I mean it's bad enough being next 
deor to it. I'm sure you're not the kind of person who 
would want to live ina -" I thought she was going to say 
shit~house, or perhaps latrine is more likely, but whatever < 
it was she didn't get it out because at that moment Ernest, 
who had mide a rapid recovery, shook himself, sneezed the 
coal dust out of his nostrils and bolted for the door, 
dragging Clara with him. 
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Before I knew it she had catapulted past me 
and out onto the landing. In another moment she was 
rushing headlong downstairs yelling at Ernest to 
hold still. I quickly closed the door and jammed it 
tight. I listened as the busz-saw faded out of 
earshot. From the window I watched the peir of them 
rampaging down the street, Clara still berating the 
dog, and the dog, head down, casting back savagely 
vengeful snarls. 


In the weeks that followed, Clara was 2 frequent 
visitor. Usually she brought along smll victuals like 
a rhubarb tart or a plece of Madeira cake or, on one 
occasion, a taked potato, She always kept the dog on 
a tight rein. She would lock sadly towards the dung 
heap and say something like: "Qh, dear! It's still 
there, I see. I thought you'd have the place smartened 
up by now." Or: "Heavens! Have you started? I think I 
see an improvement." Ors "Now this won't do at all. I 
hope I heven't been wrong about you." 


But she was. Mind you, it took a little while 
before Clara abandoned me and fimally ledged her 
complaint with the sanitary. 


It was the day she brought me the baked potato 
and made no remarks at all, that I knew she'd given up 
on me, And I wanted to say to hers "Clara, I AM the kind 
of person who can live quite easily in a shit house, I 
have lived in shit houses of one kind or another all ny 
life. In fact, I was born in a shit house and beyond all 
doubt I'll die in one, But not this one. No, rest assured, 
Clare, not this one, Once a certain Mr Kats and the four 
nasties (his sons) have cooled down a little and written 
off their loss, I shall be on my way." 


But I didn't say these things. 4s usval I 
said nothing, And Clara abandoned me to the Home 
and Health Department in the form of the Green 
Lady with the little pencil and notebook, 


Now I'm just waiting for the others to 
come, the omes who know how to deal with people 
like ne, 
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I took Dominic by the arm and started him in a southerly direction 
which had the advantage of being downhill. We went together, arm in ; 
arm, jerkily at first, with sudden jolts and plunges. I didn't look 
into Dowinic's face. Neither of us spoke. be 


We passed the Scotia, not opening time yet. A pub for swoating 
folk misicians. Posters along the outside wall, the same face all the 
way along the length of the pub. The caption read: THE FACE THIS TOWN 
IS ALL ABOUT. The perennial joker in bushy whiskers, long curly locks. 
I couldn't quite discover what I found so disagreeable in that big 
empty face. Maybe the town was suffocating in a vacum. 

We crossed the street and cut through Goosedubbs into the Brigate 
where we met more posters of the face, along the walls of the fish - 
market. From a little way off you might have mistaken it for a portrait 
of Christ. That's what was wrong. When you got up close you saw the big 
keelie grin on Christ's face. Trying to add a new emblem to the town's . 
eseutcheon. They already had the tree that never grew and the bird that 
never flev, the fish that never swan and the bell that never rang. Now 
they had the Christ that never wept. The town was congratulating itself 
in that face. & the 300th anniversary of the birth of this tom they 
had apotheosized the funny story. ~<a 


But grin or no grin, the Brigate was sunk in its customary gloom. éz* 
In Paddy's Market a fow lascar seamen picked their way through little — 
piles of rags under the rigorous gaze of the hawker women. A market __ 
without prestige, paroncla in the air. I could see old Mama Rook eyeing 
ne from her stall in the lane. Mybe che recognised the suit and € i 
remenbered me from two years back. Quality cloth and only 8(p. She seid 
I was only getting it cheap because very few people wanted a suit my 
size. And traly the original omer had been a big man but not quite so” 
wasted as Iam. In a strong wind that suit flapped and beat on ay 
like rags on @ scarecrow. Coppers stared suspiciously into the 
holes where my ribs should have been. Ribs snipped out on the 


Dominic seemed inclined to linger among the hawkers’ bundles. I 
wanted out of there. I pointed him due south once again and quickened 
the pace till we came out at the bottom of Saltmarket beside the City 
Mortuary and the High Gourt. More of the face on the mortuary walls. 
Back in the lane Beatrix the Hun was sherricking the lascars: they had 
locked the goods over and bought nothing. To get out of earshot I led 
Dominic across the street and into the Green. When we got as far as the 
Doulton fountain we sat down and I let Dominic's arm gO. 


The wine-mopper's bench. Normally two men sitting there would be 
sharing a bottle of plonk. I pot my hand between Dominic's legs. 


Dominic sat with his head craned forward slightly. The only movement 
he made was to readjust the glasses on his nose. The hand between his 
legs stirred nothing in him. He seemed te be taking into close acrutiny 
the fountain: lugubrious celebration of empire (1888), studied by many 
a lonely wino skippering on 2 moonlit night. He was absorbed in the 
broken and blighted effigies of a fountain where nothing now flowed 
except maybe the bird-shit dow the plump checks of Victoria on the 
Pinnacle. Maybe Grete used to take him there when he was a boy. Maybe 
she used to sit there and smile as Dominic played in the fomtain - 
away from the streets, away from uzs. 


Very softly I took Dominic's hand and raised the sleeve. The gold 
wristwatch said: 11:04, Sat 1 May. Dominic did not tum his head, and 
made no effort to regain his hand. I was his Mamay and Daddy all rolled 
into one. 


Up the tree-lined avenue we went, skirting the People's Palace and 
the Winter Garden, and through the McLennan archway to the street amin. 
Monteith Rew, Calton. The doors of the Burnt Barns lay open before us. 
Haunt of lost souls from the old Gorbals. 


In the Barns Geeil was at the far end of the bar listening to the 
erazy Jabbering of the Gypsy. Cecil was slumped over the bar on his 
elbows, hie head sunk down. He didn't keep well. There was a story that 
he had killed his first wife dam in Gornwall, backed into hex with his 
container lorry as she stood outside their house one morning, in 
sneakers and a dressing gom, waving him ta=-ta. They said he'd bouzht 
the Barns with the insurance he got on her. Teresa, his present wife, 
a, mountain of a woman from Donegal, waan't waving Cecil ta-ta. She was 
actively renoving him, A strong man when he first came to the Galton. 
Ho was now hardly more than skin and bone. Whatever happened in 
Cornwall, the balance was to be restored in the Caltom. The Gypsy kept 
rattling on. His lady-love was somewhere in Birmingham, he wasn't sure 
where but he had the feeling it would ba the Salvation Army Hostel for 
Women. He wanted to write her a letter but he had never learnt how to 
read or write, nor had she for that matter. If he could get somebody to 
write a letter for him, somebody like Cecil, his lady-love would most 
likely be able to get somebody to read it to her, If only he could get 
her right address. He would tell Ceoil exactly what to put in the 
letter. Cecil wasn't really listening. He was trying to draw his 
breath after a long morning's graft in the cellar. The Gypsy's talk 
gave Cecli an excuse to rest himself on the bar, 


Teresa, who had been standing in her usual place, that is with her 
back to the big brass till, and in her usual posture, with the palms 
of her hands comforting her big buttocks, came forward as we entered. 
I ordered 2 bottle of Eldorado and two pints of cider for chasers. She 
brought the wine, the wine glasses and the cider, and Dominic paid her 
out of a wallet stuffed with five- and ten-pound notes. It was a sight 
that cheered me greatly. At the same time I had to admit it was an 
ill-advised display in a place like the Barns, For the Barns was ponce 
country and Dominic should have been able to recognise it as such. The 
new Dominic seemed to have forsotten too much for his own good. I had 
already picked out a couple of leds who would be likely to try for 
Dowinic's wallet and not only his wallet « they would strip him bare, 
given half-e-chanos. Doninie stood, all mimowing, sipping his wine and 
squinting up at the ceiling which drooped in a long swelling bulge 
across the face of the gantry. 


ae 


There was a sudden burst of laughter all round tho bar. The 
Gypsy had nerttoned some of the things he would like put in the 
Letter. Lverybody wis laughing ineluding Ceci) in whom 1% had 
srurked off 2 couching ft. Teresa shock with Laughter, one hand 
elamped over ber mouth, Within a year she would hsve done for 
Cecil, When that dey erne she wouldn't be keeping the laughing in, 
then snother laugh, with a familiar ring to it, came up quite 
closeby: a xind of eked-out laugh with 3-second lags between each 
grunt. Felix, the abowinalile Folix, waiting for the Quayles to fly 
in. 


Felix and his gomeril brother, big Jamle, end old Ranaghan with 
the dud bladder. Jamie arched himsalf over the bar and went fumbling 
unferneath for the Daily Record. Teresa was quick to oblige, still 
keeping one hend behing her on her big buttock. That day Jamie felt 
like a celebrity: only the night before he had stiffened a queer in 
the toilet and put a tumbler inte his face for trying it on with his 
kid brother. Jamie and Felix wore a lovely pair. They along with the 
four Quayle brothers and old Ranaghan had formed a little fascist 
group. Often they would enuse themselves looking round the bar and 
naming the people they would stiek up against the wall, and the people 
they would spare, when the fascist league got power. They always 
stertel with the crazy Gypsy, he would have to go. The police informer 
Abe would be safe enough, The degonerate Victor would perish of course. 
The two amrchists in the bookshop in Rose Street would be handed over 
to Jamie for spucial. treatment. Ami me ~ maybe because Felix's rectun 
still twitched « bit when he thought about mo - I was not to be 
discontinued, but put te work sweeping the streets. 


They were waiting for the Quayles: a student quartet of unspeakable 
vulgarity. hicky was a medic, Alen wes at the College of Art, Marshal 
and Howart were into tho Uumanities. There was & fifth Quayle, now a 
detective in Liverpool: ho had transferred himself south after proving 
over-zealous in the pursuit of his duties wo hero. ALL itched for s 
erack at Felix's bum in the absence of that fifth brother uhose 
attachnent to Folix hed been a byword in the Calton. ALL except the 
usdie were destined for the teaching profession , 


Felix and Jamie had the stools and old Ranaghan stood behind then, 
poor abashed Ranaghan, a pariah who carried his urine about with him 
in a plastic bag under his coat, very sombre, very diffident, sipping 
his pint, waiting to be draw into the company by Felix and quizzed 
about his bowel, was his bag empty? was it nearly full? When it got 
too full Felix liked to accompany old Ranaghen to the cents and watch 
him take the bag from the tube‘and empty it dow the pan. When the 
Quayles arrived they'd want to go as well. 


Cecil was bent double, bis hands on his knees, coughing his cuts 
up. You couldn't hear the coughing because of the hynena laugh of the 
Gypsy which spurted cut in loud prolonged peale through his nose. 


Qid Ranaghan clocked us first and tipped off Felix. I was 
beginning to think my miracle was going to end up a bit diluted. 
Felix was staring hard at Dominic, sensing the wad and trying to 
work out the connection between us. At last he reached over and 
moved our wine bottle round to read the label. He gave a phoney 
little shudder, pulling his mouth back tight. "Still on the muck, 
ey, Boots?" Stubby, lumpy fingers. He’ was running to fat now, 
coarsening up, Nicknamed mon petit gateau by Father Devanny who 
taught him the latin responses in the Cathedral vestry on Wednesday 
evenings. Exquisite in his acolyte's robes. I was the famished 
pilgrim in the front row, watching him lighting up and snuffing out 
the candles. Or in his school wiform, waiting for me in Dino's 
eafe at Charing Cross, a joy to beold. "Is Devanny bent?" I remember 
asking. The bey blushed, smiled delicately and looked away. Nothing 
would induce him to calumiate a cleric. All I know is that when I 
finally had ay way with Felix, after the expenditure of much patience 
and not a little cash, I discovered an eager little brute who knew a 
trick or two. Nowadays mon petit gateau had more the look of a mince 
ple. 


“How are you these days?" I said. 


"I'm celebrating, still celebrating," Felix said, crabbing at his 
pint. 


Felix end the Quayles were alike in that as in many other things. 
If you asked them how they were they always said thoy were celebrating. 
And they elwaye made the same face when they said it: they pursed 
thelr lips, blinked their eyes a few times and gave their heads a 
quick little shake. The words came out sing-song fashion, which was 
always the cue for a big laugh all round. This time only Ranaghen 
obliged. Dominic wasn't tuned in sufficiently and Jamie was deep in 
the funny page. I tried but couldn't: the man's desperation left me 
numb. 


"You remember Gloney?" Felix said. 


I remembered Gloney. He lived up one of the good closes in the 
Gorbals, a close walled with bluo tiles, a dismal, chilly, genteel 
kind of close. People like the Gloneys spent half their lives with 
mops and pails, trying to keep the place up, They used to say you 
could eat your dinner off the stair in that close. That tended to 
make them differeat. Then there was the habit they hed of calling 
the police, as well as their talent for picking people out in 
identification parades. When he was twenty years old Gloney left his 
job at the Inland Revenue to join the South African police force. 
Felix wanted to go with him but failed the medical. I happened to be 
present at the farewell get-together they had in the Barns when Gloney 
did a recitation of Mandalay: an excrutiating experience. 


"Ch, sure," I said, "I remember Gloney." 


And thinking back to that night, how I cot the heeble-jechics 
looking at him, listening to him: the mimute head, the bleak little 
eyes, the nose that turned upwards and went asquew, the missing chin, 
the peaky shoulders and the enormous spread of arse? here was a 
bloed horse, to be sure. The blacks would shit thenselves when they 
saw Gloney coming. 


"He's back," Felix said. "If you wait on you'll see him. We're 
expecting him in," 


"Q leave, is he?" I said. 


“Hie dad diced," Felix seid. "Gloney came back for the funeral. 
You would imow his old mon?" 


"Gly met him a couple of tines," I said. 


Felix grinned. Gloney's dad had been warden at the old-time 
Remand Home in St Vincent Street. 


"Hard but fair I always heard," Folix said. 


4 heud-tanger. Patrolled the dormitories after dark inspecting 
boys' genitals under the blankets with e flashlamp, Hed a thing 
about foresikins. "You'll need that cut, lad. You'll never have any 
peace with that, lad." 


“We've having a reunion tonight," Felix sald. "Nicky's flat. why 
not come along and bring your friend?" 


Felix always had a good nose for the pound note in the other 
man's pocket. The medic's flat. Booze would be in meagre supply if 
the Quayles were running the show. All of a sudden everybody was one 
of the lads. 


Felix threw an arm round my shoulder. "Don't make yourself a 
stranger," he said seductively. 


The gomeril Jamie jabbed the air with his finger six inches in 
front of my nose. "You be there, uate, or you're for the chopper, 
right?" 


That was Jamie being amiable. Felix kept his hand on my shoulder. 
did Ranaghan looked away. 


Jamie came back at me. "You and that fucking Gypo richt down the 
stank!" 


Jamle smoothed his Record out on the bar and returned to Marje 
Proops. I mde a point of never saying anything to Jamie. 
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‘Just you read your paper," Palix seid irritebly. All his good 
work in ruins. He snapped his Mincers for Teresa's attention and 
pointed to yur glasses. Pure swenk. 


"We're fine," I said. 
"You're sure?” 
"We've plenty here," I said. 


Every time the door flung open, old Ranaghan would turn round to 
check -f it was Gloney. It would be e brighter day for him when Gloney 
and the Quayles came on the scena. He'd been out of luck so far. The 
last time he looked it was only Michael Leitch from the bookshop in 
Ross Street. Gd Ranaghan wes wishing he hadn't been looking when that 
one appeared, ; 


Things quietened a bit after Michael arrived, Michael and the 
Gypsy had put thelr heads together to compose the letter. With the 
gock lest to then the Barns went dead. The Gypsy was calmer now. Byon 
the idiot Look had gone out of his face. Michael had that effect on 
people. A tall emaciated creature with steel~rimmed glasses and a thin 
beard. He was the bearer of a message which consumed and dominated hin 
but he speke little. Michael wes a listener mainly. I used to watch 
Michael listening and feel pangs of envy. I too had listened and knew 
the kind of shit that would be coming out. Yet for all that the 
suspicion was there that Michael was receiving something which had 
been denied me. Maybe he possessed a key which released gleaming 
nuggeta of meaning and significance where I had found only impenetrable 
undifferentiated dross. Or was it just an illusion created by this tall 
stooping figure with the long, grave face, the head bent lew to catch 
every word, his eyes fixed forever on the ground? A listener like that 
would dimify any conversation. A Vedic discourse or a dirty story, 
they would have looked the same, watching Michael. 


When the Quayles burst in, loud and hearty, it was a very brown, 
very at Gloney they brought with then. They came in bearing him 
aloft like the hero of the hour. The hair was shaved to a bristle 
on his funny little head. They dumped him down in front of the bar 
but kept their hands on him, The medic stood behind him with both 
hands planted squarely on Gloney's dainty shoulders. I saw one-legged 
Abe come lurching from the domino table with outstretched band, 
spearing a passage between the massed bodies of the Quayles. "I knew 
your dedi" Abe was shouting. He got a good hold on Gloney!s arm and 
was levering himself in on his iron leg. 


It was being left to old Banaghan to order the drinks, with Felix 
and the rest of them pretending not to notice, (ld Ranaghan kept on 
asking them what they wanted to drink. They were too preocoupled to 
answer right away, and when they did, it was absently, without Looking 
at old Ranaghan, too engrossed in Gloney to care about drink and who 
was buying it. All past misters in the art of poncing. 


"I knew him in that place," Abe said, "you know where I mean?" The 
peranbulater of the dorms used to pluck Abe's prepuce on bath nights, 
Gloney stered sourly into Abe's rederimmod eyes. "Dd good by us all," 
Abe said. 


Cid Ranaghan was talking to Teresa, straining to make himself 
heard above the roars. Teresa was bent towards him, still fondling 
her flenk with both hands, and sulling up at Gloney. The momenta of 
sanity with Michael had taken their toll on the Gypsy. He had now 
relapsed into hie crasy~man refuge with crazy-man langh and was trying 
to work his way into the melse round Gloney. The goneril Jamie kept 
pushing him away. 


Abe was well positioned to corner a pint when the first batch of 
drinks came up. "Here's to hie memory," Abe said, knocking his glass 
against Gloney's. Gloney tumed his back on Abe . I touched Dominic's 
arm and we moved down beside Michasl. He was pressing the Gypsy's 
Letter into neat folds. 
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Tha night of bic Kilna's murder was the last time I'd had a drink 
with Michael. I remembered the night well. Pat Kilma I had knowm all 
my life, sat beside hin at school, shared a cell with him in Barlimnie. 
He had a long record of myhen behind him when he met up with Micheel. 
A leng gruesome catalogue of Imifings and slashings and shotgun mimings. 
if you left out the recurring episodes of violence in Kilna's life you 
weren't left with moh « wmtil, that is, he came under the influence of 
Michael. You would ses him in the booser's, stylishly tailored, basking 
in the 'respect' he was cetting. All round him soft and flush-lLooking 
businessmen who always laughed too loud if Kilna was laughing or looked 
too astern 1f Kilna was stern, And there were some who ovaved to be near 
him, to feel. thenselves pert of some dangerous axploit. And they would 
keep on buying hin drinks ~ Kilna's ws whiskey and green ginger ~ out 
of a mixture of fascination and apprehension, The terror he aroused in 
these people was the only sustemnes Kilna's soul ever got. He was a man 
secure in his om identity only when he could smell fear in other men. 
Too long an interval between tloodlettings diminished him. But all this 
was to change the day he met Michael Leitch. 


The story that Kilma had became a member of the Federation of 
Amrchists tock a bit of swallowing. Had he linked himself to a 
political party it would have been more in keeping with his special 
talents for doing people in. Tory, National Front, Labour, Liberal, 
the Communist Farty or the SNP - the names may be difforont but in each 
ease the creed is the same: the belief in the right of the state to 
interfere in people's lives at every hour of the day or night, to offect 
the smooth and uninterrupted conversion of the labour of the many inte 
the wealth of the fav, At the end of the day, however adroit the telly 
Propaganda, no state could survive without its enforcers ~ ite Kilnas. 
The state's ultimte argument is always terror. Thore would have been 
no essentiel, contradiction in the Kilna I Imay joining a political 
party and legitimizing bis vidlence. But for Kilna to embrace a systen 
of thought which worked on the opposite principle ~ that people have 
the right to be let alone - that took me by surpriac. 
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Still it was true. All of a sudden Kilma was never away fran the 
meetings in the back-shop in Ross Street. Michael was feeding him 
books and Kilna was reading them. Michael said that in the first two 
weeks after expressing an interest in anarchism Kilna read more books 
than in the whole of his life up to that time, Before too long he was 
even going round the Calton pubs selling anerchist literature along 
with Damy lym, Michael's co-worker in the shop. Had Kilna teamed up 
with tie Shaheen combine and gone round selling pantihese it would not 
have locked more strange. Needless to say people bought Kilna's papers 
with alacrity. dnd it was even more strange to see big Pat Kiins up a 
ledder in Ross Street painting the outside of the anarchist bookshop. 
According to Danny lynn the change in Kilna had come about through a 
book which Michael had sent to Kilna in Barlimnie's remnd wing. That 
book was Voline's RUSSIAN REVOLUTION BETRAYED, the story of Makimo in 
the Usaine giving Trotaky and his Red Army the ron eround, The right 
book to the right man et the right time in the right place = and a fire 
was sparked in Kilna's Ucrainian soul. 


The light came too late for Pat, though. The dark days of violence 
had sealed his fate and other men, carrying the cane darkness within 
them as Pat had known, broke in and eut him to pieces, end quenched 
that little flickering light in Pat's soul. For most people Pat's 
death brought reassurance: another psychopath had met a fitting end. 
For Michael Leitch there was real grief, for only he, listening in his 
steadfast way, had heard the cry from Pat Kilna's soul. 


So Michael in talking about Kilns, His voice is barely audible 
under the serestches of the Quayles. Dominic is not listening: he has 
his eye on Glaney. I think I can see why people shy away from this 
noblest of ell philosophies. Men's unrelenting distrust of the voice 
of love in bis own soul. Not to love othere but to be stronger than 
others is all we want: to be taller, and handsomer, and richer, and 
eleverer, and if we are not these things ourselves at least always to 
make certain we are allied to the tallest, the handsomest, the richest 
and the cleverest. Thet 1s the basis of the hierarchies. 
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Keep to the hierarchies: that is the teaching of the ages. There is 
no certainty in any other thing but powen: that is the volee of Pharaoh. 
It is the only voice you are ever likely to hear. When Pharach speaka he 
is echoed to infinity. The bar tender opens his mouth and lo and behold 
it's Pharaoh. The man beside you in the queue at the labour exchange is 
Pharaoh. The black intern stitching your face in the casualty ward is 
Pharach. Tho fairy in the Whipper's shop is Pharach. And in the jail two 
out of every threa cons turn out to be Pharach. The echo is alwaya 
decisive, Minal, unanswerable, leaving room in the world for nothing but 
itself. The moter car is Pharach. The TV set is Pharach. Newsprint is 
Pharaoh. If you cannot join in the echo you must be a crank, You aro 
either mad or just plain bed and you and your little voice will be cast 
dow and swept aside in the thunderings of Pharaoh. Your Little 
degenerate voice will be stifled and put to shame. You have hardened 
your heart agninst Pharach, you have calummiated his hLlerarchies, and 
when the time is ripe you shall pay a sorry price, my friend, There will 
be no happy day for you, no rank, no redemption. Not for you Michael 
Leitch. You will never kmcay how it feole to be auong the chosen. Let's 
asx Dominic here what it's like, Thet sweet moment of his dreams, the 
day they called his name and he marched up so proad and took the little 
tdt rank Pharach laid upon him. We'll ask Dominic about tha lovely 
feeling in his bowels that day, somsthing aweet and varm welling up 
inside him, one of the elect at last, a good boy at last. For Dominic 
will cherish that moment. Let there be no talk of illusion, chan, 
fraud: nothing in Dominic's soul ever savourel as that moment savoured, 
Without Pharach the soul was cold but that moment was o fire, Dominic 
will hug it close for his lasting comfort. He will aleop by it for the 
rest of his days and when he sings it will be a paean to Pharaoh and 
the hierarchies for the peace and joy and triumph which was granted 
unte him. But for you Michael Leitch and for you Danny Lynn, Pharaoh 
has other things in store. 


Michael and Danny went to Kilna's house after the fumeral. Kilna's 
old dad, George, who stood six feet six inches and hawked ribbons and 
balloons outside the Argyle Arcade, gave them a sultease which contained 
the followings 


18 books. 


The last Days of Socrates (the Apology, 


Crito & Phaedo), Plato. 

Works of Love. Soren Kierkegaard. 4 
The Origin of the Family, Private Property 

& the State. Friedrich Engels. 

The Ego & His Gm. Max Stirnir. 

Notes from the House of the Dead. Fedor Dostoevsky. 
Walden, h « Henry Devid Thoreau, 
The Murder of Christ. Wilhelm Reich, 


The Letters of Saeco & Vanzotti. 


Chriatianity & the Clase thr, Nicholas Berdysaev. 
The Sane Socioty, Erich Fromm. 
Summerhill, A.S. Neill, 

life + 99 Years. Nathan Leopold. 
Report to Greco. Nikos Kazantzakis. | 
The Anarchists. (ed.) Irving L.Horowits. 
Patterns of Anarchy. (ed.) Leonard I.Krimerman, 


Nature & Human Nature. Alex Comfort. 
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Whitey would be won round all right. A boy like that would 
soon cotten to where his best interests lay. Mrst Abe would 
relicve him of that cosh. Very important that. Feel in his shirt 
t411 you come on it and pull it out. Abe knows it all, Abe's no 
maiz. Hold on to it for safe keeping. Examine it wider the lanp 
with the door locked. Traces of human blood, particles of bone, 
Get his confidence, Let him feel the power of the gammy. Hold 
hin under 4t on the floor. Let him feel your weisht on him, That 
quietens then. 


Aba rolled himself a faz out of his Md Holborn tin, He 
rollei a Barlinnie specizl, thin as 2 matchstick, the way he 
liked them, Nothing moving in the spinsters' flate? A Last quick 
looks. 


Abe eased himself gently onte the bed. He loosened down his 
trousers and the waisthend button wont away with the buttcnhole, 
Abe would sow it back on, but further out this time. Nocded moro 
room for the pot, It wos Guinness and meat pies doing that to him, 
Dom in tho Burnt Barns at the daminoes, Whitey's old mn in 
there = lot. At the ponce most of the time. A bir man, stooped, 
aleoholie most likely. 


Hove to get needle oni thread noxt. Abo liked sewing. Put hin 

in mind of the old days. The Young Offenders Institutions. O up 
in Barlinnis, Abe the hooligan in 14 Party. That was the mail bag 
section. Before Abe sew the light and lost a leg. That's where he 
learnt to roll fags nice and thin. Rubbed shoulders with some big 
names! Jack Toe Riley, Louis Dugella, Harry Crom, Colley Moir. 
A fine tumch of lads. Pelends still. Come in Burnt Borns from time 
to time, Watsen and White never mentioned now, They hit the skids, 
Kip in the Talbot Centre over in the Gorbals, That's them dom far 
keeps, on the bel-sir, done richt this time. 
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Talk about the Beehive and Whitey will listen. It's the lors 
of the pangs that grips then. It's all posturing now, just words 
stuck up on a wall, but it was real ones, No pangs any more. A 
lonely boy with an acrosol. Talk about the gangs and Whitey will 
listen, It's what he oraves in his heart. Talk about the Beohive, 
the defenestration squad. A hard team that. Lineal descendant of 
Jehnny Stark's gang that hung about Wellington Street. Mm Riily 
the leadermoff in Abe's time. That was in Abe's svelte youth, 
before he put on the mantle of active citizenship, Ran with a bad 
crowd, he did. Aldo the beker's boy that had the plookie face was 
second-in-command. Too much cream of tartar brought his face out. 
Turdie MeCarron was anothar, Turdie attended Black Stroct to get 
the umbrella needle for VD: a barbed needle pushed up into your 
cock and dragged down to scour out the rot. A bad reputation 
Black Strect had. Tim said Turdie had nothing left put a vein 
with hair on 1t. Could be quite witty when he wasn't propelling 
people out of high windows. The Beehive in Abe's time always 
eschewed the stand-up fisht. They waited till they got you at a 
party, plicd you with drink till you couldn't stand up, then 
bundled you out the window on the quiet. A lot of people took 
flying headers in the old Gorbais. Come and have a dekko at the 
moont just a coup d'foeil for luck. Gid Walaski the cobbler paid 
Mim protection. Hivardo Fabriszi in the chippie paid up os well. 
That was like free boot-repairs and free fish-suppors and fags. 


Talk about oven further back. The first Bechive. No need for 
writing on the walls in them days, The street battles said it all. 
Marauding mobs two-thousand-handit. It was like war. For weapons 
they had Ghurka knives, bayonets, swordfish spears, spiked cudgels, 
hatehets, grapnels, bicyale chains, studded belts, pokers and open 
razors. Corporation dust carts took a whole day elearing up after 
a battle, Lots of fingers and cars, bits of noses and scalp, for 
the pickers to drool at, 
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Read all about it. BATO! CHARGE QUELLS RIOT, Full story and 
pictures. Violent, riotous and tum tuous scenes in the Gallougate 
last night. Our staff reporters on the spots Lewier and Lorne. ‘the 
exact details, The constatilary charged valiantly with batons drawn 
to disperse the trouble-mkeres, An herole tale. MR SILLITOE NOW 
SAYS ITs THEY'RE HEROES ALL. No finer body of men. The lieses in 
great terror end alarm now comforted. All bereefuced lies, 


The constabulary peraded up and dow side streets till the 
battle was over. A foray up a back alley after the bookle's clerk: 
a whole battalion. Qe a couple of dozen of them bursting in on old 
Anne itidich to do her for shebeoning. The busies alwoys found plenty 
to de when battles raged. All a question of policy. Stay out of 
sight. 


Cily if it was John Maclean and the Reds were they to charge. 
Froles hacking each other to pleces incommoded nobody, Lloyd George 
preffered it, Polities on the streots always brought on a doso of 
the sicltters and made his piles itch. If it was that damned sovict 
consul for Glasgow they were to charges rent strikes and hunger 
marches endanrered the conmonweal, Or if it was that anarchist with 
the kmicker-boekers, Guy Aldred, they were to charge and spare 
nobody. They would be backed up by tanks in the meat market and 
machine runners on the GPO roofs more presents from Whitehall to 
the municipality of Red Clydeside. But if 4t was the Beehive and 
the Eminent they were to stay hidden t112 tho engagement had 
subsided. Percy Sillitee's policy, Let the horse chit drop plop~plop 
in all the little streets of our tous the mounties stand around 
puffing on dog-ends. The mon from London knows vhat he's doing. lle 
imew his cops did Poroy, Big lumbering flat-footed idiots and 
dnbeciles: phlegmatic and torpid. Perey cot then a Place to sit 
dow in, Little red-painted boxes at the street corner where thoy 
could sit of an evening and have a natter. Kept then out of mischief, 
4 shrewd monster was Peroy, 
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At long last the word came to charge. They pounded up to the 
scene of the clash and set about everybody within reach: uostly 
innocent bystanders and the wounded gangsters too badly maimed to 
make a run for it, All cot a good battering about the head and 
bedy: thedy injurics eruclal evidence of involvenent. Convictions 
were easily obtained in oll cases: mobbing, rioting, assault. Long 
terms of penal servitude handed out. Barlinnie overflowed, 


the baton charge was only for the benefit of the press. To 
salve the conselence of the press, It was Percy's policy. If you 
want lying accounts next day, you have to provide the right kind 
of material. The Lasis of « free press. Your reporter's conscience 
is a dolicate mechaniem. The excreta of a jittery conscience can 
read most unplozsantly, You have to weke 4t easy for him. Perey 
was good at that as well as sleuthing. Peroy was the darling of 
the nedia. : 


Keep the press boys happy and they'11 save your becon every 
time. Beatings in the durk of the police-station eorridorss no 
mention. A death in the marines 2 lines. CID corruption: a 
scurrilous invention scotched. Faid off in the ond. He was raised 
to the Order of the Royal Garter and 4% wus Sir Peroy the Knight 
Teuplar. A LOGHUD WALKS OUR STREETS, Dane the stoor out of the 
Reds and hamered the apachos inte fealty, Hye-witness account by 
lauder and Lorne. Bact details. 


Fondly remembered is Perey. Got his lads a place to hide~out 
ins the phleguatic and torpid, the addle-pated, GOD BLESS SIR 
PERCY! A resonant echo alow and aloft. The rope, the cat, the 
bireh and Percyt all cadly missed. Gone bat not forgotten. Percy 
the gange~buster. RIP. 


Abe scratched a stubbly chin. Should have kept the birch at 
least. Make Whitey sit up and take notdee. Sergoant-at-arms used 
to lay it ous cutting in to you. Then they'd take you away and put 
stitches in your arse. That was the day shtt flaw. 
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Whitoy's tender loins. In Mecarmon's court 6 strokes, Used to 
throw fits on the bench, All flushed and frothing «% che mouth, wig 
halfedown his face. "Make the beggar bleed!" he would yell. Que of 
the old school, always rearing. In a slass case in the People's 
Palace nowt Macarmon's birch. Donated by James Roberts, LLD, the 
procurator fiscal at the Central in the old days, now etipendiary 
at the Marine. Served up the bodLes of young children to Macarmon 
many a long year. A good and faithfol servant was James helf~a-faco, 
got his reward at the larine, fining and imprisoning like one 
demented. But he missed out on the birch, his one recret. He would 
not have rearyed like Macarnon in handing down his sentence of the 
maximum mmber of strokes, ULeer after 2 solemn sermon the way tho 
Ghristiens did it. Brother Bartholomew's presoription at St John's 
borstal. 20 on the bare arse after a short sermon. “Any boy shiting 
gets double!" The sullen and lymphatic sharpened up. Abe the 
shining example. 


Abe ran his fingers over the carrying case on the bed beside hin. 
Genuine chestnut picskin, Lovely to the touch. He would tell about 
precision optics to the albino. This superd instrument. Maybe not 
a Mark Scheffel but astonishingly adaptable. The magnification is 
infinitely adjustable: from %& to 15x, Infinitely variable ficlds 
of view. Affords you 1@ motres width at 1000 metres with 7% 
magnification. Cracked the Sex Flemi case with these. A suporb 
instrument. Remember the headlines? THE SQUARE MILE OF FEAR, Park 
gates had to stay closed ond all public privies were shut down. No 
ehitd was safe. Me whole year he terrorised the city before Abe 
finally spied him out. Got him with little Bobette (8) in a deraliet 
flat in Maryhill. Abe mide a citizen's arrest, Didn't wait to look 
for the flend's trousers, just hauled him avay as ho was, his shirt- 
tail flapping in the wind. The women came in droves. "Hand him over 
to us," they shouted, "Just clive us two minutes with him." Abo 
fended them off till a young copper came and together they dragred 
the fiend into a police box. “We're roing to throw you to the lions," 
the young copper seid to the flend, and giving Abe « wink pretended 
to be about to unlock the dear. The fiend peed over the young cop's 
legs. 
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In the back of the landrover the younr cop shook Abo's hand. 
"I'm Leonard," he said. The fiend crouched on the floor with his 
back to then, A T0HE SAYS THANK TOU, ADE] Leonard seuched under 
the scat sndj pulled out « guiter. "You inte the sclk seone?* 
Leonard apked, Abe cdmicted he had many good friends in that Line. 
"I uight urite « cong abouts bow you captured the fiend," Leonard 
eoid, Abo smiled. "Ie mame is Victor," Abe said. "I've had xy oye 
on hin for some time.” Leonard jabbed his truncheon into the fiend's 
butt. "A Sot little pig, isn't he?” For the rast of the journey to 
the etation Ahe ard Leonard took turns at showlng the fiend the 
error of his ways. 


In the yoors that followed Vieter wac picked up many Limes. 
they nov knew just who and what they were looking for. "A fat little 
pig," Leonard used to say when a mescage came through concerning the 
molestation of children - the lying with, groping of, peeping at or 
exposing to. It used to make the aquad very angry. Thon tney prowled 
the tack streets t111 they caught sight of him. Sonetdmes Leonard 
would have to get out and give chase on foot, for the fiend inaw 
these streets like the back of hig evil Little hand. He would 
disappear through a close Into the pitch dark of che bavk~courts. 
He would hurl bingelf dom railway q@abanknents, vo splasning across 
canels, loap spiky railings, co sinning up dealin pipes, scamper 
alone Lodges, over reofa. bub never anew did Leonard fail to 
apprehond hin, 


Lato on, whan he grow too fat to rum, they would cateh bin 
standing stock-stll in busy streets. Te would ve out there, ut the 
cdze of the pavement, standing deside a lamp post, trying te Leok 
inconspicuous. Standing thora, bent almost double, his hands thrust 
deep into the pockots of bis tig heavy coat, clutching at hinsel?. 
His eyes would bo shut wcht. Sometimes they drove straight past 
hin. But Leonard's quick oye was seldom deecived. He would tap the 
driver on the shoulder. "Didn'+ you smell something back tlero a 
bit?" Uext time round they would spot him and pounce. 


\o 
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A pitiful figure by the pole. Not shaking his fist at the 
world. lat st the edge of the pavement, clear of the doorway and 
the closezouth. The lieges passed in ant. out waluspeled oy his 
bulk. he was not soliciting favowrs frou passersby. Jot onecizg 
minors in conversation. Not lmuing party tumes. Not rummaging 
in the litter tasket. Net even Leaning on the pole. ALL buttoned 
up wita no private parts empesed to the publis gaze. Just 
standing there trying lard uot to look into poople'’s ixces. 
People swishing pest, people oa busy errands to and fro, people 
in actor cars, on buses, people with people to sca, places to yo, 
tidngs to uttend to, anxious people who darted short quick 
dances in and out. Victor tried not iw Look et tho faces thoy 
wade. iried ty stop hiaself waking the same king of faces in 
return. His sole gesture: 2 bend raise? to spread over his aouth, 
a gentic, mobtrusive sovunut, 


When Leonard aoved in on him, prodded hin, poked hia, Vietor 
kept his eyes shut, afraid of the faces he would make, The faces 
ue made had never done him any good in the past. It wae just 
another of his little quirks, What certain people, like his uifo, 
Lottie, liked to cell lds Little culrke: melting ol) the wrong 


“¥ 
+0 be 


Inu letter to his lewyer, Victor wrote: "Poople Lave al aye 
been tezling mc I mke faces end to stop it at once or else. I om 
aure it is wy fuces that-have let ma down every timo I have been 
in court, < have seen judges staring at mo end trembling with rage. 
Sat id can't help ming faces. I don's tmow what Ind of fieos 
make and I don't even imow when I"m woking thea. It nay be I om 
imitating the faces I see around ms but I am not certein of that. 
ail I mnow is tlt the faces I maka do not votray yy truco foolings, 
unless you could suy ths my face knows more about what 2 an 
Teeling tuan I de in uy om mind. I admit I don's always lmow when 
things are happening to we whether to laugh or ery. 
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"I heave found it safer to mount a steady guard against both 
leughter cxd tears. But while the guard 4s all richt as fer as uy 
mind is concerned, and I Imow that inside me I am not laughing or 
crying, it is not the same with my fase. My face does what it likes. 
Usually I just close my eyes and hope for the best. If I tay to sit 
in the dock with my head sunk right down so nobody can see my face, 
or with my hands up covering my face, the police always jeri me up 
and make me keep my hands down. So I don't really have much of a 
chanae, and now I usually just plead cuilty right away to cet it 
over with, Sometimes I don't even know exactly what I am charzed 
with, And that's why I signed that confession in the police stetion, 
I thought it was only vandaliom I was getting deme for. 


"Eorlicr that morning when I was walking dom John Street I saw 
something written up on the city chambers buildine. It was in big 
white letters above the archway of the city chombers in John Street, 


THE PROVOST IS A PO 


I have to admit I stared up at it a long time, for I was pusaled how 
it had come to be there and how the vandals had cot up that hoicht 
te do it. And while I was standing there stering up I noticed 
souieone watehing me from a small window on the top floor. I don't 
know if it was the Lord Provost because I didn't see any chain of 
office or anything like that. But it was the Lord Provost I first 
thought of the way he was framed like that in the upper window, just 
like in newspaper photos or on election posters which I have secon 
pasted up on walls all over the city. And taking thoucht for « 
uimute I remenbered my faces and realised that anyone, and 
particularly the man at the window, might easily run away with the 
wrong idea, seeing me standing there staring up, maybe crinning and 
eiceling. I don't know what the man at the window ws thinking. I an 
frequently at a loss to guess what other people are thinkinr. I cet 
puzzled and bewildered when I try to reflect upon what it could be 
that is passing through the minds of other people. . 
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"And that is not only when people keep their thoughts hidden 
but also, and not seldon moreso, when they confide in me. What I 
can say for certain is that the face at the window was not sziline, 
Not that I am saying 1t was especislly threatening either, for 
nearly all the faces I meet in the street strike fear in ne, 
although some are more frightening than othera, I hope you will. 
aot think I an one of those who velievo there is a conspiracy 
against him. I try very hard never te Lasve paople with that 
impression, Stil I thoucht it best to gat away from there as 
quickly as possible. I did not run, I never run now, but I cut 
along as quickly av I could. I remanbor casting © look back to 
see if the oon was still watehing mo and he was. And leter on, 
when the officers caught up with me, I thought 4t had to do with 
the man at the upper window and the writ4ng on the minicipal. 
bulldincs. I thought the mon at the window had lifted the phone 
and given the poliee a description of me end they had traced me 
to the spot by the pole. Or maybe I wes just hoping 4+ was only 
vandaltem they were going to do mo for. Sixty days 4n prison would 
not worry me, even if it was somebody else's timo I was doing. I 
have done many such favours for people in the past. And then opgain 
it gets the police off the hook os well and you're doing then 2 
favour at the seme tims." 


The eicht of Vistor there by the pole was pitiful in the ortreme, 
You wanted to go to his o14, you wantad to offer him noneyy The last 
thing you wanted to do wae inflict noin upon him. The face such a 
mask of anguish with the eyes shut ticht, Amusing to observe the 
reactions of young cadets, asaicned to the mtrol wason for a tine 
during their training, when ordered to take him. Invariably they took 
it as a practical Joke and stayed in their seats, When Leonard cot 
Vietor flat on his face on the floor of the wagon and started jumping 
on him, one cadet would disappeer round the side of the van to have 
& good spew-up, unother would fol). away in a faint, end yat a third 
lily-liver would actually roach a restraining hend towards Leonard's 
shoulder, 
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Leonard would smile. "Wait till you see, just wait till you see." 
He would bend down and pull Victor's face into the light, If it was 
terror that forced Victor's eyes open, the face yielded no sign of it. 
Spread over the face was a grin « a huge lascivious grin, "Behold the 
evini® Leonard would yell triumphantly; "this is the fiend!" the 
cadets just stood and gaped, hardly able to believe their eyes, and 
bit by bit they began to feel very foolish, then after a while very 
angry. "That pathetic look he puts on with hie eyes shut, that's a 
trick," Leonard would explain. "It's a trick he's devised to evade 
capture. You sea, he's an illusionist of great cunning, a genius in 
his own way." It was a beamirching kind of grin that suggested cosy 
complicity between Victor and the cadets. And the more tainted they 
felt, the more they wanted to subject Victor's fat carcasa to pain. 
Often the cadets would plead with Victor to wipe the grin off his 
face, but to no avail. "I leave him in your capable hands," Leonard 
would say, taking his guitar and stepping into the front passenger 
seat, Often the cadets went to quite extraordinary lengths, eager to 
make up for their weakness of a mowent before, when they vomited and 
fainted. "I won't be putting anything about that into my report," 
Leonard would alwaya reassure them. "He's a right tricky customer 
this one. I wouldn't expect any cadet to be able to see through him 
right eway. It calls for a bit of experience, I might tell you it 
was catching the fiend that got me my stripes. And I owe it all. to 
the one-legged man, I'm not ashamed to admit it. Without Abe we'd be 
no where." 


®& his most recent arrest the contents of Victor's pockets were 
as follows: 


Cash: nil. 

Yellow Cards Department of Employment and Productivity. 
Day: Fri. Timer 9:45. Signing box number: 7. 

Packet of 10 Woodbine, seal intact. 

Intimtion fran the Social Security: 4n officer will be 
calling. 
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Draft of a letter to John Dowdall, Q6, scratched ont on 
the blank side of a Notes for tha Guidance of Accused 
Persons poster eased off a cell deor in Tobago Street 
nick, 

A public library ticket expired 10 ‘years. 

In pouch ef above ticket a clipping from the warrant 
ssles colamm of the Evening Timess Christie, 2 Moir 
Street, Galton, at 10 A.M, Thursday, 14 October, 
furnitvere and household effects. 

2 keys, one to the door of his house in Sherwood Street, 
the other to the door of bie bedroom, 

Crumbling and feded Sheriff Court citation. O& 23 March 
within the dwelling house at 3 Sherwood Street, you 
did use lewd, libidinous and indecent practiass and 
behaviour towards Emice Carlotta Mmson (12), 43 
Fieldbill Street, Doreen McBride (12), 40 Meldhill 
Street, Patricia Bolls (10) $ Meldhill Place, and 
Adrian Bolls (8),% Pleldhill Place, by exposing your 
private person to them in a shameless and indecent 
manher, and alse on the date and at the place above 
libelied you did use lewd, libidinons and indecent 
prectices and behaviour tovarda Emice Carlotta 
Timeon (12), 43 Meldhill Street, and did handle her 
naked private parts, and on the date and at the place 
above libelled you did use lewd, libidinons and 
indecent practices and behaviour towards Doreen 
MoBride (12), 40 Fieldhill Street, and did handle her 
naked private perts and lie behind her with your 
penis between her legs at her private parts. 

Business calling card: Hubert Blakely, Ropework lane, 
machine engravers and manufacturers of nameplates in 
metals and plastics. 

Pencil scrawl on blenk side of above card: Dear Lottle, 
the holidays have now been changed and Friday will be 
@ holiday as well as Thursdsy of this week. Hope to 
see you on Monday 29th as arranged. Hubert Blakely. 


2 pawn tickets. fe for a gold wristwatch, the other for 
a peir of flannel trousers, each pledged for £1.50 
two years ago, never redeemed. 

Postal Order coumterfoll. £4 payable to the Clerk of Court, 
Brunswick Street, first instalment of £60 fine for 
indecency in a cinema. Boys. 

An official poll card for last parliamentary election but 
one. Victor a non voter. 

A white shirt. 1t was stuffed into his pocket by one of the 
minor philentropists of this town as Victor stood by 
the pole. 

Packet of Victory-V lozenges (for when you wish it was 
wormer), 3 remaining. 

Book of postage stamps, none remaining. 


It was one of those days you feol in need of a miracle, I had gone 
to the Mitchell te get out of the rain. the Reading Room was packed, 
not one vacant seat. I climbed the stairs to the Music Room, a little 
weardly efter my long walk. I signed the visitors' book: Battistint, 

I took my seat by a window facing cast. I remember I was feeling in ny 
pocket for a crushed drinemyl tablet, trying to seperate the powdery 
from other debris in the pocket lining. Looking down Bath Street what 
first caught my eye was not the face but the walk. I never forget a 
walk, It had to be Dominic whom I had not seen in ten years. My lovely 
Dominic who had gone onwards and upwards with the aid of a government 
grant. I could see from the walk there was a fat wallet bearing him 
down on one side. The education racket paid handsome dividends. I left 
off sifting my way through the floceuli of my pocket and went dam to 
neet ny miracle. 


He was walking towards me in Bath Strest, the same walk as always: 
hands plunged deep in his trouser pockets and neeting at the crotch, 
giving his balls the old two-handed massage. 
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ee he saw me, my darling Dominic slipped « pair of dark glasses 
onto his nose and changed direction all of a swiden. The bandit Dominic 
was now hackit~faced, bhare-lLipped, bearded, bald. The new Dominic, A 
man's identity 1s always the invention of other people. Dominic's new 
identity was evidently too fragile, even after ten years, to bear 
contact with the past we shared. He did not want to be invented again 
by me. 


I had forgotten what sharp little eyes he had. He was our watcher 
at break~ins. Harry Crown's ber in Camien Street, Luigi Pelozzi's cafe 
in Welleroft Place, Forey's deiry in Norfolk Court and Lena's fruit shop 
in Paisley Road West. He never once let us down. 


I followed him a long way, keeping my eyes on the leather patches 
on Dominic's elbows. ath Street, Hope Street, West Regent Street, 
Renfield Street, Argyle Street. At Stockwell Street he got entangled in 
e. crowd of people waiting at the lights. When I caught up with him I 
put an arn over his shoulder. "And how's 14t going, old pal?" I said, 
Not a flicker of recognition from Dominic. Instead he shot quickly out 
of the crowl, leaving me te be swept across the street when the lights 
changed. I watched him stalk determinedly away from me. I felt it would 
be fruitless to try chasing any further. It looked like my miracle had 
eluded me. I watched the leather patches recede. The dark of Stockwell 
Street beneath the railway arches would soon swallow Dominic up. Yet it 
was taking its tims to do so, which seemed to indicate that Dominic had 
slowed dom his departure. Was that because he thought he was now olear 
of me? & could 1t be that he was waiting for me to catch up with him? 


I decided to continue after him, rather mora casually now. The best 
lock~out man in town would certainly be able to see me coming. Dominic 
had indeed stopped beneath the railway bridge where the water rms dam 
the walls. He was standing in front of the Whippers! shop. And Dominic, 
with his dark glasses, locked kind of up to no good, still handling 
himself, staring into the shop window. In the middle of the window was 
a cluster of pleited whips which tore the sion: REAL LEATHER, £1. The 
new Dominic was still the old Dominic. 
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So I joined him at the window, not speaking, not making any move. 
I was wondering if perhaps a little something wasn't expected of me 
Just at that juncture, A little something in the way of an opening | 
gembit. It would be perfectly in order, not a bad spot, not too many 
people about. I could make a grab at Dominic's cock, rum the palm of 
my hand over his arse. Just so no vestige cf misunderstanding should 
provail. At least it would hasten things to a conclusion, one way or 
another, 


But something held me back. A picture had come into my mind. It 
was Dominic's mother caning to me in the back-court. She was bending 
down, putting money into ay hand, beseeching me never to hurt Dominic. 
Her poor little pigeon~chested Dominic, with cotton wool in his ears 
and stays round his hips. 0 poor Dominic with the rachitie bones, you 
paid for Grete's lack of guile. Did she evar learn the exact number 
of beatings that money earned you? For the others soon got wind of it. 
The Kemps, the Russos, Jack Toe Riley, Gyril Crow. All going efter 
their penny's worth, 


The picture was there but I bad to shut it ont, Nothing had changed. 
The new Dominic was still the old Dominic. And I was still Boots, We 
still had you in the dark of a back-close, making you scream for Greta 
to hear. 


I looked away. I seized hold of his nob with my left hend and passed 
my right hand over his buttocks. Smooth, if necessarily brisk, movements. 
Nobody saw. No adverse reaction from Dominic as far as I could tell. 
Taere was a little gasp which might have been open to different 
interpretations had I been in the mood to weigh and ponder. I wasn't. 

In that moment of need I had to take the gasp es unequivocal ~ a quick 
little positive gasp of delight. Not that there could be eny real 
certainty in the matter. No tell-tale signs in Dominic's face, what I 
could see of it, reflected there in the Whippors' window, with two 
Square blanks for eyes. Whet for me was the decisive factor, he hadn't 
moved away. He was mine, 
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At the age of thirty his yearning for closer contact led 
him into law. The underworld was hia element. Ite code waa 
his code. In the clrcumambience of villainy he found 
elation. It goes without saying that he prespered. He had 
a kind of Neanderthal taciturnity which endeared him te 
his clients. His happiest momenta were when they confided 
in him ag one of their own. There was no dearth of such 
moments. His sumptuous chambers, with a luxuriance of 
carpet and elegant furnishings, were proof of his appeal. 


Mr Stackpoole's affinity with the lawless, however, did 
not extend to people like Victor, who sat facing him at 
that very moment, and whose rether squashed up physique, 
nervously twitching lips, furtive eyes and depraved smirk 
which seemed to flit across his absurd countenance at odd 
moments, apropos of nothing in particular, Mr Stackpoole 
observed with no amll distaste. 


This wes no criminal: this was a pathetic, feeble, 
degenerate freak, unworthy even of the knowing quip and 
merry (though admittedly fairly questionable) badinage 
which he would, on occasion, engage in with a client, 
especially when, as in Victor's case, the chances of an 
acquittal were manifestly hopeless. Quite clearly nothing 
of that nature was appropriate in the circumstances. 


There are few moral outcasts, in or out of the 
underworld, who do not require that a worse moral sepsis 
than their own exist somewhere. The police grabbed greedily 
at Victor, for he purchased for them the sense of moral 
solidity they hankered after, and always pretended te, but 
could never really afford, Prison inmates, too, when 
prosented with Victor, lost no time in extracting a 
similar benefit, 4nd certainly Mr Stackpoole was not the 
man to deny himself. He toe would ride to Sion on Victor's 
decrepit shoulders. 
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My Stackpoole perused the details of Victor's crimes. 
Feelings of virtuous indignation, hoarded-up, uncalled-for 
in the general rum of things, flocded through him. With 
Victor's type one ought never to conceal one's contempt. One 
owed it to society. One should be brusque, hard, vigorous, 
blunt and ~ what mde it all worthwhile - not a little 
unscrupulous. It enabled one to accept the brief with a 
goed conscience. 


Mr Stackpoole leafed through the 22 previous convictions 
appended to the citation on the desk before him, An unsavoury 
catalogue, to be sure, but for all ite inordinate length, 
there was an insufficiency about it, a disheartening thinness, 
a bloodless quality which eperked no fires in Mr Stackpoole, 
It was as he had expected. No scantlings of anything the 
jawyer could thrill to: no grievous bodily harm, no armed 
hold-ups, no extortion with menaces, ne burglary, no arson, 
no rape, not even a mugging - nothing, in fact, that might 
have drawn from Mr Stackpoole even a moiety of respect for 
pocr Victor. 


Mr Stackpoole's voice was firm. "I'll tell you," he said, 
looking up and drumming on the citation with his middle 
finger, "this looks bad ~ very, very bad indeed." He puffed 
out his lipa and noisily exhaled a long draught of air. 
"There is eo much of it, you see." He cleared his threat 
gruffly and the flesh on his face shook. "We'll try to do 
what we can. Still it might be as well if you faced one fact 
here and now, I won't deceive you, 1t might well be-" He 
pushed the citation some little way towards Victor, but not 
quite at him, and settled back comfortably in the plush 
leather chair, "= it might wall be jail, you know that? 
You could go te prison for a very long time." 


That was the way to preceed with such people, These 
timid little beasts were sent to be fleeced, The very 
mention of prison gave them palpitations: the thought of 
the grisly revenge other prisoners would exact, Mr Stackpoole 
could more or less name his own price, 
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Mr Stackpoole, swivelling gently from side to side in 
his confortable chair, eyed Victor narrowly. "Can you find 
three hundred pounds?" he said. 


A telephone rang before Victor could mke any reply. 
Mr Stackpoole took up the receiver, and there wes a sudden 
softening of demeanour. It was a woman, and personal, and 
Mr Stackpoole swivelled right round es he took the call, 
leaving Victer with only the back of that plush leather 
chair te make faces at. 


Victor held on till it dawned on him that it wee easier 
te go than to wait. He picked up the citation and tipteed 
out of the room. He passed the waiting-room where two youths 
were scribbling messages on the walls. At the reception desk 
the girl, who was engrossed in the morning paper, did not 
look up. 


Victor went downstairs and returned to his drean, 


Wilma came for Victor as she had come for all the othere. 
411 he had to do was show himself at the window as she came 
past in the street. Just beckon with his little finger and he 
had her. 


She was a little flushed and breathless after the ateep 
climb. Close to her in the umlit lobby Victor could sense the 
woman's strength, It troubled hin. 


"No! yir bedroom," Wilmi said. "He can see in there dead 
easy." Che~leggad Abe, at his window with an array of spy- 
glasses, bad his eye on Victor. Victor pulled the bedroom door 
shut, "Whit aboot in here?" Wilma said, mking straight for 
the living-room. She put down her beg and atood with her back 
to the fireplace. The living-room was clearly somebody's bed- 
room. A bed-settee was drawn out across the middle of the 
floor, A cotton nightdress bung over the wooden reil at the 
foot of the bed. A brassiere peeked out from under a pillow, 
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"Whe sleeps in here?" Wilm said. She unbottoned her coat 
and laid it on a chadr. "Fir maw?" 


At first Lottie had slept there only during the worst of 
winter, to try to stave off the attacks of bronchitis which 
came with cruel regularity each November. She found it helped. 
Her own bed-room, adjacent to the landing, was a death-trap by 
comparison. The walls sosed moisture. Great clumps of fimgl 
sprouted. Moulds formed on the furniture. The damp settled on 
the bed-clothes Lottie clung to, and hovered in the air she 
breathed, And yet, for Lottie, the decision to turn the living- 
room inte her permanent sleeping-place was fraught with much 
heartache. For she too had her dream. 


Qne day the inspector of living-rooms would knock on her 
door. Lottie would recognise him at once. She had his picture 
before her in her mind's eye every day of her life. He had all 
the necessary qualifications, was soaped and scented, and had 
long shapely fingers with beautifully mnicured nails. He would 
be carrying a briefcase of elegant design. In it would be 
important documents relating to people like ~ well, like 
certain neighbours, the riff-raff, who fell behind with the 
rent, sorounged on the social security, rigged the electricity 
metre, did moonlights. There would be blacklists and dossiers, 
Names, dates and offences all listed, fines levied and 
sentences imposed, mg shots and fingerprints, judges remarks 
and recommendations, what the Health and Welfare people sald, 
the psychiatric reports and probation officer's findings - in 
fact, the whole shebang. This young man would be in possession 
of the full facts. A well—brought up young mn and quite 
fashionable. Shoulder-length hair, a manly moustache and gold- 
rimmed spectacles. A little pale with the fatigue of taking 
his degree. Little red mouth and small tight buttocks. Maybe 
Just the rudiment of a cock - Lottle would mke allowance for 
that, bad she not a son of her ow? She would know her 
deliverer when she saw him, this ideal young min. And he with 
his expert eye would discern in her... Ah dear Lottie. he 
without stain. Lottie would get a gold star. Or would have, 
Not now. The day Lottie pulled out that bed-settee the gold 
star fell forfeit. For the right use of rooms was a cardinal 


point. The young man would see at a glance that something was 
amiss. 
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Not that anyone could say Lottie gave in easily. In the 
beginning she would fold away the bed every morning before 
going to work. She would gather up blankets and sheets and 
pillows and lump them inte a linen press in the lebby, She 
used to rise in time to hoover the living-room carpet. She 
would dust and polish till the living-room sparkled again 
in its original purity. It was a fight she waged over a 
long peried of years - a period which roughly coincided 
with Victor's gradual enmeshment in the toils of the police. 
But in time a weariness overtook her ~ a strange lethargy 
which she could not shake off, She found she was lying in 
longer in the mornings and umable to do anything about it. 
First the hoovering, then the dusting had to be abandoned. 
4fter a while she did not even lift the settee. She took it 
bad, at first, this sign of weakness in her. The doctor 
reassured her, At 58 years of age she had to conserve her 
strength, She had te learn to let small things slide. Her 
employment in Lewis's, the long hard day in front ef the 
buying public, was what paid the bills. She had to save 
herself for that. It was hard to accept, but there was 
nothing else for it. Her ideal had to be forsaken. Her drwan 
was dead, 


Victor picked up Lottie's things from the bed and went 
into the scullery with them. He put them in a launiry bag 
under the sink. Lottie would approve of that. Lottie liked 
things in their proper places, and things used as they were 
meant to be used. 


Wilma was on tiptoe, preening herself before the mirrer 
on the fireplace wall. She gave a little mock shudder with 
her whole bedy exposed to the air, She bent slightly and 
went onto the bed on her knees, 


Victor watched the woman's back reflected in the glass 
doors of the display case. The shiny objects looked out at 
him, Knickenacks she called them, Lottie's little knick~ 
nacks, What a confused, affronted look they had now. All 
their sparkle gone. Victor hardly ever noticed them anymore, 
The bed had cut them down to size. 


Victor stood in front of the open door, from time to time 
staring inte the lobby, as if expecting someone to suddenly 
appear there, He had begun to tremble slightly. Wilma watched 
hin. . 


"That room in there, ye want to get curtains or somethin! 
up on thae wundies. Abe can see ye any time he wants. It's 
aboot aa he ever does. Ah thought it wuis some bird at first. 
Christ it's you he's luikin at. An' by the way," she added, 
waving Victor te her, "Ah'll want a few quid," 


Wilma lay on her belly and nestled her head on her 
forearm. "An' mind, 4h cannae stay long," she murmured, Her 
face was turned away from Victor, her eyes closed. Victer 
watched himself in the glass as he stroked her, It was only 
now, with his hands on this woman, that he saw his real 
hungering, and knew beyond any doubt that it was not of the 
kind which would appease another's, Other demons drove Wilm. 
Victor knew, as his hands moved over her body, what had 
brought him to the window, kept him stationed there all these 
hours, helped him to beckon when she came into view. It was 
a knowledge that loosened everything inside him, left hin 
enpty and useless, but at the same time eased him, for it 
clarified everything. Lottie will know, he told himself, 
Lottle will smell her, She will put her face in the sheets 
and she will know, And that sufficed. 


When Wilma could no longer feel his touch she turned to 
him. He had gone. He had slipped quietly through the lebby 
and into the bathroom, He had snibbed the bathroom door, He 
listeiied. In a few moments he heard footsteps in the lobby, 
the outside door opening, She had left without a word. 


He let a little time elapse, mrbouring a suspicion that 
she might still be there, He unsnibbed the bathroom desr and 
stepped cut inte the lebby. She had not bothered te clese the 
outside door behind her, Victor closed the door very gently, 
helding the leck till 1t slid inte place witheut a sound. 
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Victer sat on the edge of the bed where Wilm had Jain. 
He picked up a swan of coloured glass, one of a pair which 
stood on the display case. "Qh, yes," he said alow, "she'll 
know." The thought of Lottie's cringing disgust mde hin 
shiver, yet kindled something warm in hin too, till he smiled, 
a faint, ambiguous smile, and closed his eyes. 


When they got him inte the landrover, Sergeant Leonard 
Jabbed his truncheon inte the fiend's butt. "A fat little 
pig," Sergeant Leonard said, "de you know him?" Abe laughed, 
"Hig name is Victor," Abe said, "I've had my eye on hima 
leng time." 


Over the years Victor was picked up many times, They now 
knew Just whe and what they were looking fer, "A fat little 
pig," Sergeant Leonard used te say when a message came through 
concerning the molestation of children - the lying with, 
groping of, peeping at or exposing to. It used to make the 
squad very angry. Then they prewled the back streete till 
they caught sight of him. Sometimes Sergeant Leonard would 
have to get out and give chase on foot, for the fend knew 
these streets like the back of his evil little hand, He would 
disappear through a clesemouth into the pitch dark ef the 
back-courts. He would hurl himself down reilway embanknents, 
go splashing across canals, leap spiky railings, go shinning 
up drain pipes, scamper along ledges, over roofs, But never 
once did Sergeant Leonard fail to apprehend him. 


Later on, when he grew too fat to run, they would catch 
him standing stock-still in busy streets, He would be out 
there, at the edge of the pavement, standing beside a Jamp 
post, trying to look inconspicuous, Standing there, bent 
almost double, his hands thrust deep into the pockets of his 
big heavy coat, clutching at himself, His eyes would be shut 
tight. 


Sonetimes they drove straight past him. But Sergeant 
Leonard's quick eye was seldom deceived. He would tap the 
driver on the shoulder, “Didn't you smell something back 
there a bit?" Next time round they would spot hia and 
pounce, 


A pitiful figure by the pole, Not shaking his fist at 
the world, Out at the edge of the pavement, clear ef the 
doorway and the closemouth. The lieges passed in and out 
unimpeded by his bulk, He was not soliciting faveurs from 
passersby, Not engaging minora in conversation. Not 
humming party tunes. Not rummging in the litter tesket. 
Not even leaning on the pole. All buttoned up with no 
private parts exposed to the public gaze. Just standing 
there trying bard net te leok into people's faces. People 
swishing past, people on busy errands to and fre, people 
in motor cars, on buses, people with peaple to see, places 
to go, things to attend to, anxious people who darted 
short quick glances in and out, Victor tried net te leok 
at the faces they made, Tried to stop himself making the 
sane kind of faces in return, Tried to stop hinself 
nedding in recognition. His sole gesture: a hand raised 
to spread over his mouth, a gentle, wobtrusive movement. 


When Sergeant Leonard moved in on hin, prodded hin, 
poked him, Victor kept his eyes shut, afraid of the faces 
he would make. The faces he made had never done him any 
good, It was just another of his little quirks,.;. what 
certain people like Lettie, liked te call his little 
quirks: making 211 the wrong faces, 


You wanted to go to his aid, you wanted to offer hin 
money. The last thing you wanted to do was inflict pain 
upon him, The face such a mask of anguish with the eyes 


shut tight. Such was the reaction of young cadets, assigned 


to the patrol wagon for s time during their training, when 
erderad to take him. They thought it was a joke, When 
Sergeant Leonard got Victor flat on his face on the floor 
of the wagon, one cadet would disappear round the side of 
the van for a spew-up, another would fall away ina faint, 
and yet a third lily-liver would reach a restraining hand 
towards Sergeant Leonard, 
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The Nama Hottentots would pound the earth with their feat, wake creat 
play with their spears and shriek like mantees when in fact they were 
at their most pliant and conciliatory. It is a phenomenon which has 
baffled observers for centuries and has led to serious nisrepresentation 
of the Scottish character. Consider the brutal self-secking of the 
Scottish nobility in ages past, that unprincipled and rapacious parce], 
of rogues who lorded it over a downtrodden and poverty-stricken 
peasantry never less than a hundred years behind the advances made by 
the people of Europe, and tell me who but the Scots would have endured 
such dire conditions of life and continued loyal and steadfast in the 
fese of that unbridled tyranny? And there is absolutely no evidence 

to suggest that the present-day Scot is any different. One has heard 
stories of John Maclean and the Red Clyde. But thet episode in our 
history only illustrates uy point more forcibly. Yes they followed 
MacLean in their tens of thousands to the gates of Barlimie Prigon, 
and when the gates slammed shut behind him - they slunk off home to 
get their tea, in their tens of thousands, and left their hero there 
to rot. History is full of instances where the mob, in an uncontrollable 
fury, have stormed the jail and freed the prisoners. A london mob took 
Newgate and a Paris mob the Bastille, a Spanish mob took the prison 
barracks in Barcelona. But our dear old Glasgow mob had no stomach for 
any such ploy. They just sidled off home like the good citizens they 
were. Back they went to the —- hovels they called home, back 
to their peeces of bread and lard, back to a khaki uniform or their 
place in the munitions factory (and had Maclean not told them to paw 
thelr alarm clocks, sleep tn in the worning and resist industrial as 
well as military conseription?), bsck to the TB and the rickets and the 
highest infent mortality rate this side of Caleutta, 


Pesfle worl 
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To the outsider, lacking that crucial insight into the dominant 
tendency of the Scottish mentality, Clydeside looked ripe for 
revolution, The Scots had opened their mouths and let their gute 
rattle, and the government in London quaked in its shoes. A fearful 
and most audacious blow was to be struck at the heart of Sapitelian. 
The government of His Imperial Majesty King George was to be smashed, 
and the monarchy itself overthrow: and dissolved. Plutocrats, 
policemen and high-ranking military commanders were to be swept away. 
The Capitalist Preas was to be silenced and its proprietors hounded. 
The machinery of politics and the State would be superseded by 
locally organised committescs, ami the processes of production and 
exchange would thenceforward be in the handa of the common people, 
The watchword would be production for use aa against production for 
profit, an equel share for all as against a superabundance for the 
few.’ With the Godoy motive gone, the power motive - the itch to 
coerce, then exploit (usually in the disguise of keeping public 
order) - would vanish also. With the people in control of their own 
affairs at local level, industrially and socially, working in 
co-operation with almilerly organised units throughout the country, 
power would be so evenly spread as to make it impoagsible for any one 
individual or any group of individuals to secure a strategic economic 
advantage over the community as a whole. On receiving news that such 
deadly polsonous ideas were in common circulation on the Clyde, the 
government in London was terror~struck. It was cancer in the body 
politic, and there was only one known cure. So tanks appeared in the 
Glasgow meat market, machine gun nests on the GPO roof, soldiers with 
fixed bayonets in the streeta. 
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We had dramatic cavalry charges to break up the open-air meetings in 
the Green; heads were broken, bodies mangled and the speakers seized. 
Certain left-wing publications were banned and editors and printers 
arrested. Trials for sedition becane almost a commonplace. Of course 
it was all a ghastly over-reaction on the part of the Vestminater 
authorities. In other countries the mailed fist was certainly quite 
justified, for there was widespread violent resistance to lawful 
authority. Workers grabbed control of farms and factories, cabinet 
ministers and police chiefs were assasginated, troops mutinied and 
dynasties fell. Nothing remotely resexbling anything of that nature 
ever happened in Glasgow, nor was there ever the least likiihood 
that it would. When it came to the crunch and the workers had to 
make a choice between King George and a Scottish Workers' Republic, 
they plumped unhesitatingly for the King: they chose to die in the 
trenches for George and the Empire rather than live for the Social 
Revolution advocated by people like Maclean. The Scot telked and 
argued like a revolutionary, but acted like a patriot. All MacLean's 
leading collaborators (with the notable exception of Guy Aldred who, 
afterall, was an Englishman and in no way typleal of the Clydeside 
militants of the period) ended up aa highly respected pillars of the 
Establishment, either in the House of Comons, the House of Lords, or 
in the Moral Rearmament movement. Congenital exhibitionists they 
undoubtedly were, playing like mad to the gallery with their fiery 
tirades and blood-curdling threats, but these were empty gestures 
merely and did not reflect the immense capacity of these men for 
compromise and conformity behind the scenes. In time the English came 
to realise that the firebrands from North Britain were really only 

& bunch of frustrated Harry Lauders and as harmless as peacocks. 
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They took to Parliament like ducka to waar and pretty soon they could count 
themselves among the best~loved members of the House. The lobby correspondents 
were truly amazed that our Clydeside Radicals succeeded in adapting ao quickly 
to the mood of the Commons. In reality there is nothing surprising about it. 
For the Scot is steeped from birth in the best tradition of the licensed 
jester. In Glaagow from time immemorial we have had an abundance of such 
colourful characters es Janie Blue, Hawkle, Poor Feea, Old Malabar, and in 
cur own day Pastor Bass, Queenie Carmichael, and Jimy the Cuddly Hed, to 
name but a few. Each generation has had its om rich crop of such perforuera, 
not always compos mentis, to be sure, but ay ready, for the price of a dram 
or a bowl of soup, to set the table on a roar. Ko doubt there waa always 
something vulgar, even downright obscene, in all their tricks and etratagens, 
but never by any stretch of the imagination could you call them revolutionary. 
No doubt they touched on sore points now and again, but the great thing about 
the clown ig that, vhilet what he is saying may well be true, nobody gives 

a dawn one way or the other, least of all the clown hingelf, and -he is 
therefore safe and a danger to nobody. It is this little fact which makes these 
people ideal Parliamentarians, Social Workers, Religious Leaders and Trade 
Union Officials. I. feel myself that had Calvinist Glasgow not been go 
uncongenial a climate for theatre, nearly all of these men would have made 
their mark on the stage. They wore the forerumers and direct precursors of 
our most illustrious Scottish comic of the present era - I mean of course the 
Face (and by the way I am delighted to see that, aa well as others I have 
mentioned and some I have not, the Face has been able to join us in our 
endeavours here tonight and add his considerable lustre to this distinguished 
gathering). Let me repeat. There was never a revolutionary situation on the 
Clyde. I impressed that fact on the Prince with all the power at my command. 
There wasn't a revolutionary situation in 1916, as we all know, when 
Castlereagh's spies and secret agenta tried to foment one (as an excuse for 
the introduction of measures of repression to end the clamour for electoral 
reform) and the poor simpletons Wilson, Baird and Hardy were hung, drawn and 
quartered for rising to th e bait. Nor was there one in 1916 for all the 
insane rantings of John MacLean. 
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When I had seid these things the Prince once again took my head in both 
his hands and drew me close to his person. You have spoken well, said the 
Prince, and your words have pleased me. Henceforth we shall lock kindly 
upon you, and your people shall have favour in cur eyes. And as he spoke 
once again that secret voluptuous tremor coursed through me. Verily 1 
have wandered in deserts, and in mountaina, and in dens and caves of the 
earth, and endured the unendurable for our dear city, but there were 
moments, and this was one of them, when the reward was of such magnitude 
as to make all my pains and travail pale into insignificance, I listened 
to the interminable drone of the good Abdul Pasha closetted nearby. The 
machine-guns chattered away and one heard the odd shriek and ery of pain 
coming up from the streets. No doubt Abd el Shimt Bataab was now captured 
and the worthy Gasim Fuad Bey would be pouring the wealth of Arabia, in 
boiling little driblets, dow the rebel's throat. But at that moment I 
was under a spell which nothing could break. Yet I have the most vivid 
recollection of that moment. I was thinking of what I had come through 
to reach the citadel. The days and nights I battled through the aimoonm, 
the snske bite at the Wadi Itm, the fever, the thirst ~ and here at lest 
my reward. I thought of my position as flagbearer for our fair city and 

I felt proud. I knew how you depended upon me and upon the skill and 
fortitude with which I conducted myself im strange lands, and I was easy 
in my conscience, knowing I had faced my obligations in their totality 
and discharged my functions with unremitting seal right to the end. In 

a little while the cardanon-flavoured coffee wag brought to me in a brasa 
pot with a long spout, and the Prince and I lounged at our ease. Yet once 
more the tarnished image of our city and our people was restored to its 


pristine heauty in a far-off land, and I was serene, I was fulfilled. 
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(Timnderous applause led by Stipendiary Magistrates and 
City Bailies. The Provost and Bailie Bashir Kahn embrace. In 
& spasm of emotion the Lady Provost wrenches and wrings at 
her husband's hand. A glittering array of distinguished Scots 
rush into camera shot to congratulate the Provost. Strains of 
For He's a Jolly Good Fellow struck up by Jimmy the Cuddly 
Red. Murdo MacDonald (6ft. A4ins., 26st. 7lbs., cephalic 
index 69, a former governor of Barlinnie, now TV's leading 
authority on crime and immorality) hoigte the Provost up on 
his shoulders and humps him round the auditorium in a lap of 
honour. Someone is singing © Flower of Scotland! In a melee 
round the Provost, Sheriff Norval Smith appears to have 
received a boot in the groin; the Clerk of the Glasgow 
Presbytery assists him back to his chair. Supplementary 
Benefits Commission spy, Mrs Price, 90 Dunning Street, 
Parkhead, passes a note to Detective Inspector Fletcher 
Oddie: it bears the name, addresea and National Insurance 
number of the assailant, and also an invitation to visit at 
90 Dunning Street this coming Friday after 8 PM when he can 
OK her brilliant Poseier of an Area Wholly Gorruptea. 

A Special Branch photographer tekes snapshots of the man in 
the tollet. As the meniacal Protestant Pastor Bass approaches, 
the Very Rev. Mgr. Canon Hugh Slavin advises his protege, 
Peter Aloysius Freel (whose cancer cure has been officially 
recognised by the Holy See as being directly attributable to 
the heavenly intervention of Blessed John Ogilvie, put to 
Hawk (616 death at Glasgow Cross <npgne>aMtowetieter) to recite a 
7 decade of the rosary on the beads presented to him at the 
Vatican by Pope Paul. 
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STV bosses deliver to Pastor Bass a written assurance that there 
will be a peak viewing time re-run of Professor Barkley's famous 
lectures answering today's moat controversial religious questions! 
Is God an astronaut? Was Jesus a hippy? Should Rangers FC sign 
Catholics? May sodomites enter the clergy? Was the Virgin Mary 
a Rouse Robot? Bleck Holes ~ a parson reflects. The Mmuminny 
portion . Ptr A) 

Terry Tyler, MP: I am not convinced the man in the toilet 
suffers from any illness. And I am most unhappy regarding his 
present position vis-avia the authorities, Can we now be quite 
certain that there 1a no possibility of hie being placed in the 
hands of scoial workers and trick cyclists yet again? Surely the 
do~gooders showld now de obliged to admit that they have failed 
lewentably in the rehabilitation of this individual. Kid~glove 
treatment is clearly not the answer. The people of Glasgow are 
elck and tired of the namby-pamby excuses which are always being 
trotted out to protect these degenerates. If it is only a question 
of a few electric shocks I'm sure we have qualified personnel 
within the prison service who could administer these shocks to 
much better effect. If he ig brought before the courts my good 
friend Lord Dimpark has agreed to impose a salutary term, 


Dr MacCaig: In the first instance he came to me complaining 
of extreme discomfort in the anal region. I started by congratulating 
him on his wise choice of GP, Hacmorrhoids, fissures, fistulas, 
proctitus: pruritis ani et vulvoe et scroti ~ since my student daya 
I have taken a special interest in such cases, and have done quite 
extensive research into all such ailments. 


Lord Dimpark (alias the weevil, 5ft. Oins., with marked 
steatopygia): I hope you questioned him as to the manner of 
his life and whether he had violated natural law. 


Dr MacCaig: It was clear that he had, my Lord. He had 
transgressed mst grievously the natural law. 


Lord Dimpark: Let the jury attend with the utmost diligence 
to the testimony of this witness. A grave, mysterious and I 
believe downright sinister aspect of the secused has emerged. 


Dy MacCaig: On examination I discovered what I at first 
took to be a primary chancre on the margin of the amis. I knew 
of course that it might well turn out to be a thrombosed 
external pile, or even Bowen's disease. Om further probing I 
came upor a horseshoe fistula quite closeby. This fistula, 
subject as it 1a to seasonal exacerbation, was simulating a 
pile. I wae not fooled for a mimte. I was perfectly satisfied 
in my own mind that foreign objects had beem introduced into 
the ams at fairly regular intervals over a longish period. 


Denise (wife te Dominic, 5ft. llins., 7st. 9flbs., in a 
pink cottom liberty shirt): What will not youth ami passion 
dare? Once I had a body, once I had an arse, now look at me. 


(Denise pulla up her pretty flower~printed cotton dress 
amd digplays her withered hind-parts. Mr Mistafa Zebar, the 
West-end millionaire brothel~keeper, previously a healthy 
peraon, is attacked by epigastric pain, vomiting and collepse. 


His conveyancing man, Sir Bill MacRae, usefully positioned as 
chairman of the government's Land and Property Reclamation 
League, drops to his knees to give his client the kiss of life. 
The cry goes up for help, and ambulencenen, as well as vast 
numbers of the general public, swarm round the fallen <0: He 

is laid on a stretcher, his wallet is lifted, the £300 wristwatch 
eased from his wrist and even his sheepskin jacket, tucked under 
his head for a pillow, vanishes. Exeunt Mustafa with helpers. ) 


Anita Bolls: Just hold it there. I'11 paint that 
shrivelled rump. I have seen nothing like it in years. It'll be 
om show at the Schottisch-Deutscher Treffpunkt a week on 
Friday. 


R.0. Wright: What's in it for us? 


Rev. P.W. Turner, D.D.: Yes I married them - the lady 
there with the mottled, wrinkled, warted posteriors, like 
something out of Buchenwald, and that bandy-legged fellow in 
the Jakes - but much against ny better judgement, I may aay. 

I was not always the minister at the High Presbyterian in 
Aberdeen. Before going north I served my time here in thig 

sump and sewer of a city. I was in Langlands Read dow in 
Govan, and I learnt to recognise vice and the vicious man, 

for every day I was foreed into contact with debauched and 
dissolute people. Let me tell you I saw at once, the very first 
time this Dominic person came sneaking into ny vestry, the 
marke of defilement upon him. He was of the type who would 
loiter in Harmony Row and sean the tenement windows, waiting 
to be waved up by the harlots who cceupied flats in that place. 


T have distributed texts among these men and stood and 
renonstrated with then by the hour, until the painted face 
in the window, the adjustment of an ear~ring or the little 
quick wave of the hand, fetched them away from ne, into the 
miry slough. Ons does not forget such men easily. Denise, 

on the other hand, was known to me as a young lady of quite 
outstanding accomplishments both academically and in har 
devotion to Christien service in the community. She was the 
founder ef our Young Ladies Tranquility Group, and indeed 
she was a constant source of strength and inspiration in 

the weekly meetings of the Prayer Fellowship. Reed I gay 
that the whole ides of a marraige between Denise and thie 
person in the toilet struck me as being a totally 

outrageous proposition, In the course of a long conversation 
with Me Wright I expressed my doubts as to the wisdom of 
Denise's choice. He agreed with me and admitted that at 
first he too had been opposed to the marraige. He said he 
vas beside himself trying to make her ses reason, but had 

at least got her to comply with one stipulation: that there 
would be no marraige until Dominic got his degres. { was 
left with the impression that Me Wright considered {+ highly 
improbable that Dominic would manage it. It seemed to me that 
Mr Wright who, I gathered, had not himself been to a 
university, greatly overestimated the difficulties involved in 
obtaining a degree, and had a rather inflated idea of the 
value and significance of a degree in matters of character, 
intelligence and personality. I have to remark that I was not 
in the least startled or amazed when we got to hear that this 
individual had been successful in his @xemg, nor was ny opinion 
of the man changed one ote eimply by the addition of letters 


to his name. 


The disastrous outcome of this whole sad affair has proved ne 
right, in respect to the man's character, although of course 
I can take no pleasure in that little fact. My only regret is 
that Mr Wright. did not adopt a more positive stance and see 
to it that his daughter was placed outwith the corrupting 
influence of this man, I can only echo Mr Wright's plea: Let 
him satay down here in the dying town that spawned him, where 
it may turn out he will be less of a force for evil, being in 
a place which is already so grossly corrupted, and leave 
Denise to wake a new life for herself and cleanse herself of 
the pollution he has brought to her. That is all I have to 
sey to hin, He has paid small heed to my moral strictures in 
the past, and my hopes are not very high that he will respond 
to any plea of mine at this late stage. 


R.0O, Wright: My daughter ought to be paid. 
A Mex on the Point of Orgasm: You spoiled it, you bastard! 


Deniset You don't know what I had to put up with, He used 
to spend hie money on latex rubber prosthetics with testes and 
squirting action. He went on the Panel with Irredueible Serotal 
Hernia ani made we teke in boarders, 4% fea-time he used to | 
grope the men under the table. Ne was always trying to get the 
wonen into hiz room to Jump on him end give him sidelong kung 
fu kieks about the head ami body. Re broke into Mr Morgan's 
study at the sehool ami stele the new heavy-duty tawse. And Dr 
MacCatg ia right about the foreign objects. There were candles 
of all shapes and sizes, chair-lege of varying thicknesses, a 
policeman's truncheon (which he tricked out of my elder brother 
on the pretext that he feared intruders in the night), 
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a wine bottle, a potato masher and even bicycle 
handlebars ~- ali these contrivances he forced me to shove up 
into him at one time or another. Once he told me I was very mich 
mistaken if I thought he was homosexual, for in fact he was mad 
about women. He said that if «a woman had a penis six~ami~e-half 
inches long ami five-and-a-half in girth she would be the most 
perfect creature in God's creation. He admitted that he often 
had wet dreams about women but that they were always equipped 
with am organ of these dimensions. All this took a heavy toll on 
my nervous system. He took to doing the housshold chores clad in 
ny bra, my pantihose and my apron. Dr MacCaig put me on valium 
and librium. I lost weight rapidly and my bum fell dow. The 
decent boarders stopped coming ami the others were bleckmailing 
us. We tried channelling his energies into sport and my brother 
George used to come ami pretend to be teaching him how to box. 
Actually George beat him up quite severely on a mimber of 
occasions but it didn't help any. I used to watch these fights 
in the living room - in fact Dominic elways insisted on me being 
there ~ ami I used to pray George would kill him stone dead. Of 
course George had his career in the police to think about. I 
know I was being selfish. Gradually I lost pride in ny 
appearance and could not even brush my teeth or wash or eat. 

I wouldn't change ny clothes for six months at a time. I started 
going to bed at night fully clothed and I used to wet myself all 
the time. There were times he would turn really vicious, ami many 
a night I spent locked up in the garage, with him outside 
battering at the door with a hatchet. That was the way he came to 
be arrested ~ one of cur neighbours saw him ranning about with 
the axe and called the police. That's when it all case out. I 
don't want him back. I'm praying they'll lock him up in Carstairs 
or some place like that. 
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I hate to say it. but I honestly believe he would be happier 
there. They have trained steff at Carstairs who could give 
him the special treatment he needs, All the doctors, and even 
the officers at the police station who have done thelr best 
for him so far, have assured me that this is the case. Dr 
MacCaig has told me that my ow prospects are extremely good 
as long as I can rid myeelf of Dominic. Many people have 
advised me that it would be geod for me to tell the whole 
story and so purge myself of the whole horrible nightmare I 
have come through. Maybe one day soon I']l te ready to tell 
the whole story, every sordid detail, the depths I sunk to, 
and how I came to be the skin-and-bone wreck you see before 
you today. 


Lord Provost: Good God, this crush is terrible. We are 
being crushed to death dow: here. 


Chief Consteble: Everybody has a ticket. What cam we do? 


lord Provost: Admit no one else, ticket or no ticket. This 
iem't Hampden bloody Park. The air ig too thick, nobody can 
breathe. 


The Face: Have you heard of the Sydney Sewer Rats? When I 
was in Australia they printed 6000 counterfeit tickets for ny 
concert. It led to a riot and the show had to be stopped which 
neant I didn't get paid. Bob Dylan had the same experience. It's 
en international conspiracy of sewer rate. It's a plot to 
sabotage this think-in. 


Glasgow Sewer Rat: Shurrup, ya big fuckin mug ya! 
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R.O, Wright: I'm her manager. Editors and publishers should 
contact me at Villa Elysium, New Banchory, Kincardineshire. Only 
reputable people need apply. This will be the purge of the 
century. We'll want good money for exact details. Owar and out. 


Lord Provost: The whole thing is a shambles. Will someone 
open a aindow, my wife can't breathe. 


The Faces These bastards are everywhere. They're trying to 
fuek-up everything ~ concerts, think-ins, the Labour Party, 
everything. I can make positive identifications. 


Greek Restaurateur: This buffet licence cost me plenty. I 
have to grease palms. They tell me variety artistes, high 
dignitaries. The bar is swamped with scum, my waiters have 
disappeared. 


Chief Constable: The crime statistics are as follows. All 
crimes are up by 16.6 per cent. Rape cases have risen by 20 per 
cent. The murder rate is up a record 39 per cent. 96 constables 
became taxi drivers last year. I have been offered a post in 
Australia. 


Long Distance Lerry Driver: A11 I can say shout the man in 
the tollet fa this: his arse was red-raw when I dropped him off at 
the Fontine. I thought he'd had enough to last him a twelvemonth. 
I knew straight away he'd escaped from somewhere. 


Tis Altmant Well, he hadn't. Everybody keeps saying he 
escaped, that's rubbish. If you want to know, he was chased out 
of the place ~- by his fellowpatients. 
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There exist quite striking parallels between the two cases. I have 
conducted exhaustive investigations and inquiries at Turin, Lyons 
and Paris, and have discovered that the general mode of attack of 
the demon Grappin on Vianney bears an uncanny resemblance to that 
ef the demon Nichol on Dominic. One obsrves in both cases similar 
terms of abuse being employed: muttonhead, dumpling, lumpkin, oaf. 
In each case the demon's harangue follows a like theme: the victim 
is a fraud who has to be exposed. Another common feature is the 
disturbance of chairs and furniture which forces the sleeper to 
awaken, after which he is violently seperated from his bed-clothea 
and reduced to a state of gibbering lunacy. 1 have consulted no 
less than three authorities, a Jev, a Zorcastrian and a Jesuit, 
demonologists of international celebrity, and have been left in 

ne doubt that the demon in Dominic's life ia none other than that 
Grappin who, after a sleep of 150 years, having failed miserably 
in his labours with the Cure d‘ Ars, has returned to lay selge to 
the soul of this poor man in the toilet. Why Dominic? you say. 

Why not Dr Lofft, for example, or the Chief Constable perhaps, or 
the Clerk of the Glasgow Presbytery? We do not know. These are 
mysteries. Some say a demon 1s a braggart and a coward, and attacks 
only the weak, the inadequate and the pathetic, all these counts 
my client pleads guilty. But ia it fair that the selfsame torments 
which have hoisted Vianney into the realme of sainthood should have 
landed my client in the beoby~hatch? 


Lord Dimpark: I have heard of the demon drink and its effectat 
cirrhosis of the liver, abdominal dropsy, chronic catarrh of the 
stomach and fibrous lobulated hyperplasia or potato nose. I wouldn't 
have thought it we mech to the point. Is the demon Bear de Nichol 
or Grappin capable of worse? May it not be that the man in the 
toilet is himself a demon? 


Domine (into the pan, in a high-pitched wail): Feumeidh mi a 
dhol dhachaidh. Chan urreim dhomh feitheamh nas fhaide. 
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Greta: He will come home with me now. That ia his wish. 
Terry Tyler, MP: Not on your life. 
Dr Lafft: I cannot allow it. The man is dangercus. 


(Dominic staggers to his feet, looks out, shakes his head and 
seats himself on the toilet bowl.) 


Dominic: Teo many faces. There are people here who should be 
stifled. Maybe ILL be in touch with certain people here quite soon. 
4nd 1 don't mean in a straight jacket. Some of you people better 
watch out. I've heard the things you've been saying. 


(Wounded caretakers from the city's high rise commnities 
parade before the Provest. Some are in wheelchairs, others on 
crutches, all are swathed in bandages or encased in plaster. 
Many carry RSPCA memerials to the thousands of Group 4 Total 
Seourlty guard doga alung from the roofs, shot with air guns or 
dumped down refuse chutes. Tho Provost takes the salute.) 


Dominic: Last night my dreams were more vivid than before, 
but I wasn't afraid. All the people gathered round me think I'm 
simple-minded because I want te fly. I can see the anxiety in 
thelr faces as I go crashing inte a wall. I shout out: Watch me! 
Just watch! And I glide gmoothly up the wall. And afterwards, 
when I'm dressing, they offer to help me with my buttons. And 
vhen all the monsters of my boyhood come round me in the living- 
room I'm not afraid. I always tried to please them but leek: ny 
ceat has been stolen. Walking in the street was alimys difficult. 
Coming up the street that night and the two men coming towards me. 
They were laughing. I heard one say to the other: ‘Look at the 
state of this cunt'. That night I went to bed feeling wretched. 
I wasn't f1t to live, not fit to walk in the street. Another day 
i got drunk: I played tha clam in the streets the workmen laughed 
and clapped their hands. So I have to get away from here. What I 
will do in Lendon I cannot say. 
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I'll try to settle everything before I leave, put all uy affairs . 
in order. I have to go some place where I can hold my head up and 
breathe again. I am tormented in this place. 


(Jimmy Hitler Robingon is slowly edging his way towards Dominic.) 


Dr Lofft: I would let him alone for the present. The almost 
vegetable calm which can sometimes descend upon this type of patient 
ean be very misleading. One would expect recurrent periods of 
inertia when the cardinal affective symptoms do not obtrude on the 
surface. One may even anticipate moments of comparative lucidity. 
Razors and knives and other sharp objects should always be removed. 
from the patient's ares of movement. At the other end of this bi- 
polar illness lies the manic phase in which all the behavioral 
defects manifest themeclves quite dramtically. The interlwies of 
passivity end mania can displace each other with great rapidity and 
often without any pricr warning. I feel the public should be warned 
net to attempt to apprehend this individual. In my experience it 
takes alx officers fully experienced in riot control. to overpower 
such a person. He my have a weapon. 


Dominic: You better balieve it. 
Ridie Morgan, M.A.t What if I offered him his job back? 
Dominie: You can stick that right up your ehiter. 


Dy Lufft: ne expects these outburats of filth. I have had so 
much directed at me in my career that I am now quite hardened to 
it. In mnie depressive insanity or cyolothymia the patient's 
vertal outflow is invariably foul and abugive. One just closes 
one's ears. Nothing any patient says to me now has the least effact 
upon me. Although ef course I take it all into account when I come 
to consider what treatment should be administered. This individual 
has regressed bedly since hia ECT was interrupted. Q ro-admission 
his social avoidance responses (see Professor Bysenck) will again 
be righted. No one has anything to fear. We know what we're doing. 
Z trust the heavy-team are on their way. 


Victor (placing a hand on the Provost's shoulder): ‘This 1s 
the man, I can now swear to it. I wasn't sure before becanse I. 
only knew him from seeing hie picture in the paper a couple of 
times, like when he was talking to a camel or shaking hands with 
the Chief Constable. You couldn't trust election posters because 
the vandals always got there first. I didn't want to name him as 
&. witness until I was sure it wae the right mn. Noy I can swear 
positive he was the man at the upper window. My case comes up on 
the twenty-third of this month and the Provost will be a key 
witness in my fight te clear my name. He must have seen everything 
from that top-floor window. I was the person the two plainclothesmen 
kicked into and trampled in John Street the day the vandals struck 
at the City Chambers. I was looking up and he was leoking down. 7 
hope he remembers. If any other people here happened te be in the 
vicinity of John Street on the 14th of April this year round about 
11-15 A.M. and who may have seen ue standing et tho pole, I appeal 
to them to come forward as well. I thank you all. I have to go now. 


Lord Provost: Is this a pantomime or what? I heave never laid 
eyes on the mn in ny life. I don't know vhat he's talking about. 


Victers I was lying on the ground and my hands were handcuffed 
behind my back. One policeman was standing on my head, the other 
waa kteking me in the stomch. Don't you remember? When I looked up 
I could see you at the window, 


Datective Sergeant Leonard: That's a notorious pervert. The 
truth is he grabbed me by the balls and I fell. on him. I ws ina 
state of terrible shock, 


Lottie (alluring in a white georgette peasant blouse which 1s 
trinmed with gold braid, and ailk chiffon skirt printed with cerise, 
emerald and blue flowers and embroidered with gold sequins): Dam 
and fuek you, Victor! That's done it. We're finished. 


(Detective Sergeant Leonard and his cadets take Victor into 
custedy. ) 


Lottie (piercing, impassioned, gleeful): Pulp him! Pulp 
that, bastard! 


Hubert Blakely: Don't distress yourself, my dear. He's as 
good as pulped this mimite. 


Lottie (ae one distracted): Is it then finished? 


Hubert Blakely: Quite definitely, I should say. They may wish 
you to furnish then with details of bis arimos, A pure cormality, 
of course. . 


Lottie (semi-comtose): Tit I will do = and then an ond of 
it. 


tubert Makely: It is a decision you will never regret, What 
& sorry apecimen he icf What filth! I enly wish you had told me, 
given me some hint, To think you had to suffer the Likes of that 
all, these years. He's even worse then the man in the toilet, What 
fortitude of spirit you are bleased with, dear Lottie, Ani now you 
mist come into partnership with me without a moment's delay. I'11 
not take no for an answer, And later on, if you could bring yourself 
to look with favour on any mn after what you've been through, 
perhaps « for I am wall~to-do, efter all, and have leved you Longer 
than you know « perhapa, wall, you and Zeon? 


TV Moguls Quite cond, quite good. I see possibilitics in this, 
i want your left hond placed firmly on Lottie's right butteck, That's 
fine. You have to remember the kind of peeple you're supposed to be. 
Now why has Lottie got shot of Victor? A221 right, ho wag a sox 
maniac, but Lottie im't emetly frigid herself. No, 1t goes deoper 
than that. thie is where telewiaion comes inte it. I want you to 
concentrate on the chief ingredients ef the philosophy of life 
embodied in Lottde. It is a philosophy evolved out of not dese than 
7,790 peak viewlng~-time hours. It incerporates insights which Vietor 
doesn't share because Victer has hardened hie heart apainst 
television. Lottie knows = and 1t ip this realisation which ids the 
fourdation and cornerstene of civilization as we mow it + that 
nothing she could ever think, say or even do will ever be the least 
bit relevant, 
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4s for Victor, he reaming imprigoned in the illusions of yesteryear. 
4 vetarded personality - still believing that at sometime, somewhere, 
he can be a fores for change, a messiah no less. ihybe good mterial 
for an indepth horror-report. 411 right to ovlteh onte for a good 
shudder bat not for living with. He wis never weant for living with, 
You can sit now, Lottie, ani cress your legs. Gross then and re-cross 
them. Tou do that very nicely, Hubert likes that. What a paragon you 
have there, Tubert. A model of excellence, Somebody you can diseuss 
things with. Tke rising cost of living. The sinking pound. The high 
abortion rates The lovexing of standards, Inflation, deflation. You 
can even sleg the politicians ~- but you never neglect to vote. Voting 
is good for the soul. Also you can apportion blame, relentlessly. Put 
it all down te the pormlasive society, the workshy layabout, the lack 
of parental authority, the lenlenoy of the courta, the neddling, 
wrongeheaded do-goeders, the bloody-uinded reds under the beds, the 
wreckers holding the country to ransom. All solntillating stuff, 
quite heraless ani strictly within the guidelines of Lottic's 
philosophy. Between you you have overything lala out straight and 
Square and no loose eixts. Nothing unsevounted far, nothing that 
mttera, that is, Not that you need stop at apportioning bleme. The 
world ig ina mesa, the country ie going to the doga, all right, 
fine; but it's people like Lottie and Mubert who will stave off 
disaster in the end. Por between you you are able, not only to 
pinpoint, dissest and analyse the socisl malaise, but sotually 

come up with remedies, colutdons - the solution, in fact. Not death 
by hanging, Lottie was only jesting on that occasion. Bot the cat-ot. 
nine-tails, nor the ajambek, nor the lurbash, nor the birch=red, ner 
the chabouk « all these things are well eneugh, in thelr way. But 
reuember you ere two liberated people and you Leave all that sort 

of thing to the povere that be. That's your ateength, Your solution, 
the solution, is that very philosophy which enables you to pinpoint, 
Gissect and analyze without ever attenupting to =e with the 


/ pnien, In a word, your solution is yourselves.” What sould be 
; miupler or mors satlefying? For the secret, as you very well know, 


is never to tampar. Tampering can lead te fatal consequences. Look 

at poor Victor, 2 born meddler, always mking protests, aluays on 
about this, that or the other, What a joke that wal Always getting 
hot and bothered about things whieh never really concerned him, 
things which all richt-thinking people leave to the proper authorities 
te sort out. That was the beginning of Victor's sad decline. 
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Rest your hand on her knee, Hubert. Lottie remembers the proteste. 
Radioactive waste, the official secrets act, the forced drugging 

of prisoners, supersonie airoraft gases, animal experiments, the 
profit motive in industry, fast breeder reactors, pecrages, wage 
slavery, pharmeeutical companies, the neutron bomb, the gnomes of 
Zurich, hormone therepy, inner-city moterways, asrosola, tower 
blocks, white bread, Roy Jenkins, the goggle box, compulsory 
miseducation, aversion therapy, thé tiely Loch muolear base, property 


Carvise speculators, ECT, the Shah of. Iran, the Stammheim mirdera, Oriers in 
HistlL& —“Gounedi,” fluorosarbons, tachograplis, the EEC, the SAS, insecticides, 


Aldermaston, pseudo fooda, Solzheniteyn, nuclear power stations, 
butter mountains, blood sports, Goneral Benzer, the CIA, battery 
hens, Byeenek's genetic theery of criminality, MeNee's demands, the 
manufacture of schizophrenics, the Special Branch, cadmium 
poisoning, the tase, admen, the Atomic nergy Authority, saccharin 
and toxie effluent - you name it, he was opposed te it. Then, later 
on, when none of that could satisfy him eny longer, he turned hia 
attentions to little boys and girls. From intervening to interfering, 
from subversion to depravity, ig but a short step. No one knows thig 
better than Lottie. She haa lived through it. Bat all that is now 
beried in the past. Lettie hag had the courage to stand up and 
renounce Vietor before. "edght million spellbound vievers. Tomorrow 
ahe will have him certified, ‘he herigon teightens, A new day dawns 
for Lottie and ever=faithful Hubert, I vant you, Lottie, to pat 
your haunch a couple of times like they do in the advert « you 

have atruek gold! Ah yes, perfectly delightful. You too, Hubert, 
come along, don't be bashful. The people at home are clapping their 
hands. Wheretg the misic? There should be meie! 


R.O, Wright: How leek here, Do you call this fair piay? My 
poor Denise has been through every bit as much. And eho doesn't just 
sit there with her lege crossed, dessa she? She bas contributed more 
te this thinkin than anybody. If your switchboard is jammed, it's 
due to wy daughter. Ne never asked Denise to pat her bum. It's a 
ease of those and such ac those, if you ask me. And I won't have it. 
My daughter has divulged the undivulgable, and thia is the thanks 
we get. Just twa tuchters fae Aberdeen to be buffetted and abused. 
Ah'll not hiv ity 4h tell ye! Dochter, cover yar poirtas aia ine 
no' very interested. 
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(The eight beefy ladies of Lilybenk, crazed with 
liguer and thirsting for Victor's blood, emsh their 
way in from the wrecked buffet and swamp Sergeant 
Leonard and bis cadets in a frenzied onslaught of 
heaving blubber. They claw viciously at the prisoner 
but he scrambles clear, mims his coat and trousers, 
and takes refuge beside Dominic in the toilet. The 
ladies of Lilybank fall about the place on their 
fannies and, after the manner of the Face, mike 
hideous nolses with their mouths. Funky, punky Ruth 
Wypart, the Daily Record's fun-loving columist, is 
interviewing the Face.) 


Ruth Wypart: Is 1% true you were once a commndo? 
Be you still like te fist people in the mouth when they 
least expect it? Why did the Aussies hound you? Would 
you describe yourself as a reformed thug? Are you a cult? 
Have you given permission for your brain te be removed 
after your death and flown to a research laboratory in 
Wichita, Kensas, to be the subject of intensive medical 
probes? I'm going te say youre the best thing that's hit 
Scotland since a) rubber johnnies, b) Polish sausage, oc) 
Y fronts, d) Reo Stakis, ¢) tampons, f) tattle scones, g) 
johnny jelly, h) Sunday drinking, 4) vibrators, j) toilet 
tiesue, k) vinyl finish, 1) Depo-Provera, m) kotex simplicity 
wini pads or n) for Wullie. Pick your epithet. 


(Dowinie mikes reom on the tellet bowl far Victor.) 


Victor: I'm obliged te you. 


Dominic: Don't mention it. 
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Terry Tyler, MP: Now we have two men in the toilet. 
My worst fears have come to pass. My warnings went 
unheeded, 


Mama. Rook (with opera glasses): #§ Now we'll see some 
tricks, 


Anita Bolla: I am ready when you are, boys! 


Lord Provost (to his wife): I wish we'd gone to the 
bingo. 


The Very Rev. Mer. Canon Hugh Slavin (patting Denise's 
knee in tender admonition): Pray to Blessed John 
Ogilvie, my dear, 


Pastor Baga: Is this a Papish cabal or what? There's 
ecumenical poison here, 


Father Gilbert GQkes: Thank you, my friend. A timely 
reminder. I say the Tridentine Mass at the Church of the 
Holy Ghost in John Street every Sunday morning at 11. 

Our numbers may be negligible but the quality of devotion 
is superb. We have already had an apparition there. me 
young lady was cured of eczem, another of strabismus. 

We hope it's a trend. At least the water is drinkable, 
we've had all the lead piping removed. Pilgrims queue at 
my door just to taste 1t. God bless Father Levebre. 


Pastor Bass They always have a gimmick. 


Lottie (to Hubert Blakely, her hand over her eyes): Are 
they doing it? ~ 


Hubert Blakely (on tiptoe): There seems to be some 
delay. 
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Dr. Jenny Langton-Bell, OBE (gayéclubihostess, 5 Woodaide 
Place, Glasgow, telephone 331 1881, 6 lines)s So there 
are two men in the toilet. We should encourage it. Mark oy 
words: it is cur only hope. 225,374 males aged between 
eighteen and forty-four, Females in that age-group number 
only 146,803. A surplus male population of 79,571. Do you 
wonder we have two men in the toilet? 40,000 of these 
surplus miles live in this area. The Chief Constable has 
the figures. A steep rise in rapes, murders ami child 

abuse, I have been indecently assaulted 6 times in the 

last half-hour. We have widespread chronic masturbation 
neurosis: think of soccer hooliganism, disco dancing, queer 
bashing. Standards of civilised conduct have shrunk to 
vanishing point. Is this town to become a death camp? A 
slinking repulsiveness is all~pervading: think of public 
house managers and barmen, railway officials and bus 
drivers, police constables and stulents, teachers and MPs, 
folk singers and Scotch comics, news readers and journalista, 
lawyers and dentists, football managers and bosses of 
nationalised industrics - gross, coarse, hideous, loathesome 
and repulsive} So what is to bo done? In the long term we 
have the technology to enable us to do two things: a) abort 
& given percentage of mle foetuses each year, and b) employ 
drugs and hormones prior to conception to ensure a female 
birth, That's the long term. But what do we do right now? 
Polyandry? I am afraid not. We are not up to it. Even if 
the politicians had the guts, which they haven't, and the 
Church would shut its mouth, which it won't, the people 
would not manage it. Our women could not cope enotionally 
with more than one spouse, and men are insufficiently 
mature to share a wife. Calvinist conditioning cannot be 
thrown off in a day. No, to my mind, in the short term, it 
ie homosexuality or nothince, We must encourage it. We must 
inoulcate 1t from an early age. A sex reorientation 
Programme should be instigated immediately. The sexual 
predilections of authors, living and dead, should be printed 
in bold type on the title pages of their books, 
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We anticipate no resistance in that quarter. Living authors are 
addicted to confession, and the dead sodomites, pacdophiles, 
masochists and tribades, like Shakespeare, Plato, Samel Johnson 
and Gertrude Stein, to name but a tiny sample, have long been 
exposed. In the classroom the vital personal facts are never 
allowed to emerge. This secrecy is a luxury we can no longer 
afford. Henceforth our teachers must boldly intraduce precise 
details of the sexual life of authors the children are expected 
to be acquainted with. For life and art are not seperate 
entities. Neither is comprehensible without recourse to the 
other. And we must push on even further yet. We must incorporate 
into our scheme of things not only artists and intellectuals, of 
whom the public entertains the gravest doubts, anyway, but also 
hard~headed businessmen, decision-mkers and extroverted bully~ 
boys. Ina word, we need the whole of Who's Who. How are we to 
get them? Nothing simpler. Let all Establishment figures be 
obliged, by law if necessary, to submit to a lie detector test 
in public, preferably on the network, to verify stated sex 
proclivities. Badges would then be issued bearing the appropriate 
insignia for each of the 21 perversions and for every conceivable 
combination of perversions. Badges would also be issued for 
streight heteros. On all formal public occasions, as for example 
when handing out savage sentences, when stepping backwards in a 
purple robe, when reading the news, or when addressing the 
Durham miners’ gala, wearing of badges, prominently displayed, 
would be compulsory, Think of cabinet ministers, TV tycoons, 
soccer stars, quis masters, chairmen of multi-national 
corporations, air force personnel, admiralty clerks, stook 
exchange wizards, archbishops, Miss World, top civil servants, 
Cambridge dons, the monarch, dise jokeys, the monarch's relations, 
navy wives, the Keeper of the Swans, merchant bankers, members of 
the Special Patrol Group, tennis pros, lobby correspondents, the 
staff of royal households (including chauffeurs), colonial 
hangmen, trade union officials, headmsters, the SAS, 9 knights 
out of 10, the police (all ranks, mile and femle), stand-up 
comics, wild-fowl lairds, Oxford blues, chantewrs de charme, 
Mormon misaionaries and the Extra Groom in Waiting. 
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The proportion of deviants thus detected would undoubtedly 
be high ~ sizeable onough, one feels, to immediately 
upgrade the 21 perversions in public esteam and trigzer- 
off in the lumpen mss a spirit of emilation which nothing 
could inhibit. Players and officials of Ranrers and Celtic, 
ever alive to their civic duties and responsibilities, can 
be counted on to start the band won rolling in no 
uncertain manner. A goodly number of IV snooker 
celebrities, in stunning shirt and resplendent waistcoat, 
will also be of invaluable assistance at the outset. As 
for the two men in the toilet, inasmuch as they have held 
firm in the midat of brickbat and calculated insult, and, 
with a view to the public good, have gallantly persevered, 
seeking not to escape the exeoration and the astonishment 
and the repreaches of this nest of vipers, I humbly 
propose four steps which should be taken to right 

matters: i) that their names be forwarded by the Scottish 
Secretary with a weighty recommendation that each man has 
conferred upon him the Companionage of Konour; ii) that 
they be granted forthwith the Freedom of the City of 
Glasgow, so that they my disport themselves, without 
riek to liberty or personal safety, throughout the length 
and breadth of this mildewed scab of a tow; iii) that 
some sculpter pergom be commissioned to do a bronze 
depicting the acene in the toilet, to be exhibited in the 
environs of Queen Street reilway station; and iv) that 
there be a civic reception with buffet meal, cabaret, bar 
and fancy dress, under the auspices of the Lord Provost 
and the City of Glasgow District Council, in the City 
Chambers, on the occasion of each succeeding anniversary 
of this fateful and momentous think-in. Good night. 


(A flying picket of 63 redundant seat-wipers converges 
on the tollet. ) 
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ist Seat Wiper: Nands off our toilets. 
2nd Seat Wipers And all whe shit in them, 


TV Mogul: I just don't like it. There is no 
future in this stuff, 


RO, Wrights Now. you're talking. My Denise 
gave twenty~elzht million viewers more for their 
money than a slap on the arse. Just what is so 
special about this Lettie? My daughter is into TY 
as mich ag any of’ them, She eats, drinks and sleeps 
television. In fact it's the only thing she Lives 
for, apart from Dr MacCaig's tuice weekly visits. 


lat Beefy Lady of Lilybanks Where ig St Megnus 
the Short? He promised to stick by us. 


2nd Beefy Lady of Lilybenks We're hooked on 
that little WAM. 


3rd Beefy Lady of Lilybank: He said if we went 
on the telly in his programme and got drunk and played 
the fool, the council would peint our closes and 
landscape our back«courts. All they did was raise our 
rents. 


4th Beefy Lady of Lilybanks Ke's short in the 
leg but long in the tooth, 


Sth Beefy Lady of Lilybank: The Lord save us 
from BBC poofs. 


6th Beefy lady of Lilybank: Ke said we had te 
have a knees-up to end with. They poured vodke into 
big Alice Aitken to get her to jump. 


7th Beefy Lady of Lilybanks If Magnus vas here 
he would sort this whole thing out. A creat mind in a 
little body. 


Sth Beefy Lady of Lilybank: Bat a sage with 
short stumps is better than no sage at all. 


Victor: Z just wish I had my coat. I had fags 
in my coat. (He tucks down his shirt and presses his 
knees together.) Do you think it's quite safe here? 


Dominios Well, now, how safe is safe? (Ne 
unsheathes a cigar, lights it, crosses his legs and 
falla back into s relaxed pose.) I em on ay wy 
south. I have a sleeper reservation for 1li-10, It 
doesn't leave us with 2 lot of tine, 


Vietor: ZI only came out to post a letter, 


Lottie (her eyes still shielded): Rabert dear, 
tell me what is happening, 


Hubert Blakelys The view is blocked. These 
illegal pickets have linked arms and hare formed a 
solid ms around the toilet. It is now impossible 
to see what the occupants are getting up ta. . 


Lottie: He must not be allewed to escape, I 
want him pulped. 


Detective Sergeant Leonard: Do not distress 
yourself, madam. Escape is cut of the question. My 
lads are everywhere. But first things firet. Do you 
recognise these trousers? 


Lottie: They're hia. I'd know that piss stain 
anywhere. Watch out for his tricks, boys. He's devious, 
He's a snake. Have you seen him at the pole with his 
dyes shut? I want him pulped, 


Detective Sergeant Leonard: Your wish is my 
command. 
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Hubert Blakely (taking the trousers and holding 
them at arm's length): Deax God almighty, I never 
saw trousers like that in my life. Surely this mn ia 
the fiend, 


(Abe, supperted by Detective Sergeant Leonard, 
elevates the trousers on the end of his welking-stick, 
Tha people recoil in horror. ) 


Lord Dimparks I never tried a worse case. 
Jury Foremant May we handle the garment? 


Lord Dimpark: You can pull them on for size 
if you want. 


Matty Maclaverty (Euro assemblywoman, a dream in 
4-panel flared evening kilt of Graham of Menteith 
tartan with mtching waistcoat and jabot blonse)s No 
poofery! Let the word go forth, 


Baths Attendants She has a face like a hatchet 
bat she turns me on. 


Julian Altmn (to Abe): They say the fiend was 
sorewing your wife. Is it true he has a rod on him like 
& donkey's? Is that why she left you, because yours ia 
only a little tiddler? Not that I care, as long as you 
pay. That bastard Dominic wanted it for nothing. Well, 
he was in and out of Lis for nothing, but I told him, I'm 
not Liz, if you want something really apecial in this 
world you have to pay. Se then he mkes a Play for my 
dad. And if you really want to know, I think he scored. 


Abe (watering at the mouth)s I like it, I like 
ite Pillew talk. 


Mama Rooks. ZI hope it's « vetted jury. Can't 
stand these acquittals. 
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Lord Dimparks Whe is that woman? Is anything 
known? 


Clerk of Courts Just &@ poor imbecile, ay Lord. 


Lord Dimparka Well, she doesn't fool me, Any 
further outburst and 1°11 have her for contempt, The 
conviction rate in this court 1s unparalleled anywhere 
on earth. On thet score we cannot be faulted, What is 
all this fuss about vetting? It's a monstrous libel, 
If they've acknowledged the practice in England, that 
is their mistake, No one is going te wring an admission 
out of me. Everybody knows we do not vet. It jaa . 
fundamental principle. We do not need to. I have been 
addressing the same jury for twenty years. Names and 
places of fixed abode my change but juries do not. 
Not in composition. Not in thia court. The Chief 
Constable knows who's whe, so it follows that our 
Juries know what's what. Who could ask for better 
then that? Our system is flawless, a public relations 
meaterplece, and would contime to be so if certain 
people could be trusted to keep their big mouths shut. 
Que jurors will not be castigated. I aimply will not 
tolerate it, Either you accept the Chief Constablats 
jury or you get no jury at all. That is the best 
alternative we can offer. So let's get on with it. 


(Flouriah of trumpets as the Lights dim, A roll 
of drums. Spotlights pick out « long cylindrical wrought= 
iron cage descending slowly from the refters. The bars of 
the cage run close together, meet at the apex, entwine 
and shoot off in all directions into infinity.) 


Anita Bolls: Your Royal. Highnesses, my Lords and 
Duchesees, ladies and gentlemen, it is my proud honour to 
present to you, by kind permission of the Scottish Prisons 
Department, and appearing with his latest structure vivante, 
the mn with the art world trembling at his feet, the one 
and only « Hellinger! 


(A door in the capsule slides open and out steps 
the beyish~looking Hellinger in beige leotards, pink 
T-shirt and erimsen platformsoled boots. He goes ta 
Anita Bolls amidst rapturous applause. They take 
hands, they pirouette, they kiga. ) 


Anita Bolls;: Zan't he just incredible! Note 
please the scrotal bulge. That ig not padded, believe 
me; I know. And the haunch, Have you ever seen such a 
haunch? And cast your eyes on that face, It is the 
face of a cherub, But what you cannot see is the most 
breathtaking of all: a streak of the most utterly 
milignant and pitiless cruelty any money~lender could 
wish for. Four stwlies of Hellinger nude are on view 
at the Schottisch-Deutscher Treffpunkt. Hach member of 
the Board should have print coples in front of hin, 
When I paint mniacs I first doa vibre~mentological 
character analysis, which is scientifically based and 
involves cosmic vibrations or life rays. These vibs 
are symbolized in names and numbers. They emanate from 
the source of all life. quite simply it is a mtter of 
taking the letters of the alphabet and relating then 
te the nine digits. Quce you have the correct 
correspondences between the letters and the nmunbers, 
it is possible to mke a vibragraph which is founded 
on a person's name. I have employed this system of 
character analysis by means of the mame in eighteen 
different prisons, six mental hospitals, four schools 
ani two universities. In all cases the character data 
thus gleaned was unsurpassed for accuracy. Ultimtely 
my fame as a portraitist rests on this eompound of 
numerology and metaphysics, See Appolontug of Tyana. 
There is nothing of magic, mrvel or thaum:turgy in all 
this. Many eminent medical consultants, psychiatrists 
and men of aclence owe their finest insights to the 
vibragraph, See Keers, Gower, Bruno and MacNemera, No 
one should doubt ite practical utility which I will 
now demonstrate. 


110 


Lil 


First I place before the Board Hellinger's vibrascope, 
following the 1928 Godderd-Smith system, as compiled 
and interpreted by myself. 


HELLINGER'S VIBRASCOPE 


§ 33 57 9 = 35 = & PERSGNALITY, 
HBLLINGER 
5 9 5 = 19 = 1s HEART'S DESIRE, 
853395759 = 54 = DESTINY. 
4th April, 1945 = std4pl= 93 PATH & 
EXPERINCE, 


If members of the Board will now turn the paper over 
they will see 


HELLINGER'S VIBRAGRAPH 


653395759 
83 ls 9s 9: GHORD (F LIFS. 


4 4: 1 


Giving him a grand total of two ls, no 28, two 35, two 
4s, three 5a, no 6s, one 7, two 8a, four 9s. Note that 
the master spiritual vibrations 11 and 22 have no place 
in this name, 


SPIRITUAL, 
a ; _ 
venta, =" 78 EMOTIONAL 
two ls two Gs | | 
ene 7 me 
PHYSICAL 


Now we may safely proceed to the comparative 
analysis of the vibs in their several modes. 
This will leave us in possession of Hellinger 
in his total unfoldment - past, present and 
things to come. 


Hendy 0, Toirick (pseudepigraphic elder and 
pealmodist, Prisoners’ Aid Soolety, Dobbie's 
Loan, Port Dundas, Glasgow, author of UGH and 
other plays): Well, well, well. What have 
we brewing here? 


Anita. Bolls (te Board): Pay him no heed. He 
faa loose~lipped man, 


Hendy 0, Todrick (unblenched): My dear frienis, 
ZI am here to comfort the prisoner. I de se 
periodically. I stay for hours ata time. 


4nita Bolla: Out of the question. We are about 
to enter the hinterland of Hellinger's mind. 


Hendy 0. Todricks Dear lady, I have been there. 
UGH plumbe that whole sink, UGH, ladies and 
gentlemen, is a dram in 16 scenes, or rather 
vomitories, all about Hellinger's bestial crimes 
whilst in the employ of back-street money-Lenders 
in this town, A knife in the eye, a razor to the 
testes, It is a Morality for our time. Borrow if 
you must, but if you welch, expect the worst! 


Anita Bolls: The mn is a mountetank, 


Perole Board Chairman: Perhaps a short time... 
if the prisoner ia agreeable. 


Hendy 0, Todrick: A short time will do fine, 
I'm not sure that I don't even prefer it. 
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(Gleefully Hellinger and Todrick hurry into the 
capsule which begins to rotate, quite gently, and 
slowly rises again to the rafters. ) 


Anita Boligs Two men in the capsule is expressly 
forbidden. You should have had him removed with 
baton and boot, 


Farole Board Chairman: Be fair. The man has done 
the state some service, But for UGH, due to ite 
crushing effect on the nerves and sensibilities of 
members of the Board, Hellinger might have been let 
loose long ago. Give honour where honour is due, Miss 
Bolls. 


Terry Tyler, MP = (unbelieving): Is someone 
trying to suggest that we offer the comission for 
the Queen Street Station bronze to Hellinger? 


Anita Bolla: It ig. on the cards. Destiny 9 vibration. 
W111 ineluctably attract influential people, with strong 
financial backing, who will be a great help along the 
path of life. There ig nothing anybedy can do about it. 


Lord Provost: Is it going to be expensive. May we 
know that? 


Anita Bolls: £10, 000 + materials and labour. 
Terry Tyler, MPs What about parole? 
Parole Board Chairman: We'll let you know, 


Lord Dimparks I challenge you. Do a vibrascope on 
Me, 


Anita Bolla: And let's hope nobody tries to cheat 
him. His business acumen is extraordinary, Heart's 
Desire No. 1 vibration, Outlook Prinordial. 
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Terry Tyler, MP: Will he revert? 
Anita Bolls; I can give you a categorical no, 


PO Billy Strongligg: I always treated him right, even 

dn the cages, but he turned on me like an animl. You have 
to be on your toes with the likes of him, that's why I keep 
in shape. Half an hour on the heavy bag outside Hellinger's 
door every night. He doesn't like it. He thinks it's hin 
I'm thumping. He thinks I'm burying my fist in his gat the 
way I once buried my stick in his skull. I'm not saying 
he's a fighting mn. But give hima tool, and turn your 

eyes away for a minute, and he'll take your face off. That's 
his speciality. 


Anite Bolla: Fay him no heed, He is punch-drunk, 


Lord Provoat: Personally I feel Hellinger is a marvellous 
person, & wonderful person, a remrkable person, and nothing 
if not a credit to the foresight, imagination and - let me 
stress it - humanity of the Scottish Priaons Department who 
are often so unfairly criticized because of the medieval 
dungeons they are compelled to administer. However, one fact 
has to be faced. Regrettable though it is, we find ourselves 
ina period of deep recession. We must all tighten our belts 
and harsh economies have to be mde in every quarter. We 
cannot exempt the arts from these cuts - indeed some people 
are calling for a reappraisal of the whole concept of art 
subsidy, I have, therefore, to state quite bluntly = and I 
for one would not dream of cheating Hellinger - that there 
just is not enough money in the kitty to defray the costs of 
a statue in Queen Street. Tho Arts Council, my I just add, 
are adamant that they will not contribute a penny whilst 
Hellinger remins an inmte of HM Prison, Riddrie. 


Matty Maclaverty: Support your local pantomime! That's 
devolution. For boys will be girls, and girls will be boys. 

It's naughty but it's nice. I have done all I could for the 
Scottish mle, It is a lost cause, 
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Jimmy the Cuddly Reds Why was I deserted at the polls? 
Can your vibrascope explain such a thing? Good money will 
be paid for right answers. I was the darling of the media. 
My OP past wes dead and gone: a youthful imprudence and 
folly. I always quoted scripture extensively. The BRC 
wooed me and won me, Universities begged me to lecture. 
Doctor and sage hung on my every word. Some flung their 
hands in the air, Some wept. The Labour Party beckened: my 
popularity had bewitched them. Even the Mnglish were 
enthralied. I was mde, I was the best-looking mn in 

town. I had elegance, wit, charm, everybody said sco. My 
wife looked all right too, and she could keep her mouth 
shut, at least in public, Like Scott Fitsgereld I mde 
heads turn. I was Scott and she was Zelda. We were really 
somathing, See Hallaj, the Sunday Telegraph, 1978. I mde 
all the right noises in the right places at the right. 
times. I knew that people were dying in police stations 

in large numbers, I kept mum, I knew that cell deaths in 
Scotland were twice the UK averages. Did I blurt 4¢ out? 

No fears. I knew my phone was tapped and I knew they opened 
my mil, Did I complain? You must be joking. This is a free 
country. Ha ha hal My future stretched before me, roseate, 
glowing. But would the bastards vote for me? No, no, no! 
Where did I go wrong? Can you tell me that? I wanta 
vibrascope now, 


Chicf Constables A most unwarranted and wsubstantiated 
smear. I shall mke ea note of that, 


Matty Maclaverty: The Scottish male: hots no aa hets 
eracked up to be. The Chief Constable will tell you. In 

fact he is the opposite of hard: ag soft as shite, as a 

matter of fact. I know. Ask the Face if you are looking 

for corroboration. He was a para. He knows what's hard 

and what is not hard. He has twisted testicles, gouged 

eyes, Ask Jimmy Hitler Robinson. He has mshed brains, 

spleens, kidneys, Get them in a cell and they blubber. 

You can do what you like with them, They cower on the floor 

and beg. Ask the Chief Constable. It's an old old story. 


ot 
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Chief Constable: Just so long as no opprobrium attaches 
to my men. There is a campaign afoot to anuff us out. Ve 
know the signs, we are not fools. It shall not succeed, I 
may as well state here and now that we possess a vast 
dossier encapsulating this whole evil conspiracy. We have 
the names, addresses, photographs, fingerprints, voice 
prints, shoe sizes, handwriting samples; we have the work 
record, medical history, credit rating, psychic profile, 
sex bias, emotional index, IQ (Rysenck) with factor 
analysis (Vernon and Burt) and the pain threshold grading 
of all who have contributed in any shape or form to this 
flagitious scheme to vilify and discredit the force. The 
figures for deaths in police custody require expert 
analysis and interpretation. We shall supply that, We 

have the best brains in the country working on it at this 
minute. We shall gatisfy the alarmed and dismyed. We shall 
outflank all criticism, And then we shall see what we shall 
see. I make no threats, but mark my words, a day is coming 
when madeslingers had better look out! Our turn igs coming, 
boys! Long live the force! 


Matty Maclaverty: Z second that. In strasbourg they 
understand these things. doy is on owr side. OPEC will 
aid us. I have done much for the Arab male, 


Dr. R. Chaser (c/o Stewart Street Police Office): What 
is disquieting is the level of abuse to which the police 
surgeon is subjected. It has got so bad that nowadays we 
are thought of as mere cat's-paws without a shred of 
integrity. You wouldn't believe the things I've been 
called. A fink, whatever that is, an arse-licker, a stooge, 
& time-serving toady, a lickspittle nyaff, Even my son 
calls me Dachau Dick. It isn't fair. 


The Face: I have been called all those things. Take it 
with a pinch of salt, 


St Magnus the Shorts I too was thus branded in my youth, 
Save ye kindly, one and all. 


(The elght beefy ladies of Lilybank lay hands on their 
idol. They take him by the hair, the ears, the nose, the 
lower lip, the genitals and each foot, and pull him 
eight different ways at one and the same time, St Magnus 
the Short bellows piteously - cries which carry even as 
far as Lilybank and big Alice Aitken in her scullery, 
sitting with her spouse, little Major, eating a ginger 
desert cake moistened with run, Big Alice lifts the 
window and looks out. ) 


Alice Aitken: I know what they're up to, the bitches! 


Little Majors It's no good grieving, my dear, there's 
nothing to be done, whoever he ia, he's a goner now, by 
the sound of it. 


Alice Aitkens It's that stoat-the-baw fae number 3 
Sherwood Street. I heard tell they were after him, And 
here I am stuck in with you missing all the fun es per 
usual, 


Little Majors Close the window and come and finish 
your nice cake, His fate was sealed and there was 
nothing you or anybody else could do to help. 


Alice Aitkens Qh, Christ, this man is a nutter! 


Little Major: Yes, pray 1f you care to. It won't 
change anything, but it brings solace for the moment, 
Tt's all so shameful, 1 do agree. 


(Members of the Special Patrol Group force a passage to 
a side exit for the Lord *rovost and his party. The Lady 
Provost, barely conscious, is supported between Bailie 
Joe P, Molseed and Bashir Kahn. A great booing rises on 
all sides as they mke their way through the hall.) 


Mrs Price (in moth-eaten oatmeal Shetland cardigan with 
bashed fruit in the pockets): The things I have been 
called ~ names too terrible for credence. 
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Terry Tyler, :4P: Queenie love, you need not elaborate. 
Which of us has not been through it? \e have presented 
ourselves, like the good democrats we are, to serve the 
uses to which the great public at larze may wish to put us. 
ve must not shy away, nor should we oven flinch, when low 
coarse-fibred types start taking liberties. we must be 
prepared to submit to certain little indignities. lt my 
even be necessary, on occasion, to pretend to be enjoying 
it.The main thing to renember is that it is quite 
impossible to be damaged by such people. I was never 
damaged and I have had more to bear than most. The names 
they put on me were uniformly savage and even mlefic. 
None of it troubled me one bit. 1 smiled, I shut ny ears, 
I mde my mind a blank. There was nothing they could 
accuse me of, even where there was a tincture of substance 
in their accusations, that I could not forgive nyself for 
ina jiffy. I could handle anything they unloosed against 
me. I had the neck for it but poor lagele my wife had not. 
As you all imow, Maggie is off church=going people + 
sound stock of course but singularly ill-adapted, because 
of their refined sensibilities, to withstand the heavy 
and sustained niagra of verbal feculence which descended 
upon us each time we made a public appearance in this 
town, That is the real reason we moved south. We had it 
loosed upon us everywhere we went ~ tho Kelvin Hall 
Carnival, the Citizens' Fanto, the Modern Homes 
Mzhibition, the Annual Grand Police Mall, even the Boys! 
Urlgade Jamboree and Flute Band Competition ~ an 
incessant flood of revolting epithet and inmuendo, 

I could take all they could unleash: my poor wife could 
not. She ended up with this acute nervous condition from 
which she has not yet fully recovered, I dared not so 
much as mention that I was travelling to Glasgow for this 
Think-In, Sho would have had an instant relapse, The very 
thought of the place brings on a shaking and throwing 
about of the limbs which is terrible to behold, Other 
symptoms are hot flushes and night sweats of a most 
proftse, mlodorous and disagreeable kind. 
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More, much more, could I relate but here I draw the veil. 
Why, you wonder, do I suddenly refrain from further 
utterance? The answer is simple. Between the dedicated 
politician and his wife there exists a relationship of 
the utmost delicacy. (he aingle misplaced word could 
easily destroy the critical balance of that unique 
relationship, I dread to utter that word. The consequences 
could be far-reaching and utterly disastrous. How is it 
possible, I am often asked, to serve Party, Country, my 
25,000 constituents (with each of whom I am on firstname 
terms) as asaidvously as I do, day in day out for five 
years ata stint, elghteen hours per day, yet still be 
able to appease the instinctual cravinge of my poor wife? 
All I can say is this: I know no conundrum mere odious, 
more operose or better calculated to drive a man off his 
chump. Is e cu glé lmth a bhedreas air migheach, God 
gave the Queen! 


Hendy 0, Todricks Gooee! Halloo~oo! 


(We gase upwards, Hendy 0. Todrick's round fuszy head is 
seen to protrude from a porthole which has opened high-up 
in Hellinger's capsule. ) 


PO Billy Strongliggs What is it now? 


Hendy 0, Todricks Hellinger wants bis supper. Can you 
take the ordex now? 


PO Billy Strongligg: That's what I'm turned into in 
this place ~ 4 glorified waiter. It was better at 
Porterfield, I'11 tell you that, 


Hendy 0, Todrick: That'll be six oeufs o la frouw-frou, 
eome powlarde supr@me (with the dish heated, don't forget), 
the brandied grapes and either the piggy cakes or the 
nutty balls. | 
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PO Billy Strongliggs Well, I just don't understand it. 
We started off our careers together, Hellinger and me, 
here in this very nick. Of course I was a blue-shirt and 
he was a lifer ~ and blue-shirts rule! At least that's 
what they always told us. They drummed it into us from 
the very first day. The one thing no screw should ever 
forget. ‘Don't worry about Hellinger,' the old governor 
said, ‘we'll break his balle soon enough,' Well, it mde 
senge, And there was Hellinger, after only a couple of 
days, going for the governor with his head: six hammer- 
blows right in the face before we got to him. Sure, I 
said, we'll have this bastard, we'll drive the baton up 
his arse till his eyes pop out, dnd we did. We gave it to 
him all right. Nobody thought he'd leave the cages alive. 
Well, that was fifteen years ago. Now look what's 
happened. They've built a bedesitter for the swine, right 
here in the jail, with every modern convenience laid on. 
It has everything. Up to date plumbing, colour TV, easy 
chaira, his own bloody menu and class nookey any time he 
so desires. To top it all he can have the likes of me 
sacked any time he wants. He gets younger every day, not 
@ line on hia forehead, not a grey hair in his head, no 
paunch, no stoop, no shuffling gait, no paing in his lega. 
Look at me. I wear specs now. My hair ie nearly all gone. 
Bven my left-hook isn't any good any more ~ unless maybe 
on the punchkag, but I keep miseing the prisoners, I used 
to gub them regular, just for the fun of it, and they'd 
go down like ninepins, Not any more. So how did it turn 
out like this? He's a famous person now, with a whole new 
life in front of him when he gets out. And me = woll, I'm 
just cankered and blighted like these old walls, with 
failing eyesight and pains in me legs, still a ple and beans 
mn, When we first got Hellinger he was just an animal ~ 
now he haa expensive tastes. No, I'll never understand it, 


Mrs Price (her eyes wet with tears)s Poor dear Mr 
Strongligg. Qne cannot but feel for a min like that. ne 
never appreciates the true calibre of such men until one 
has been burgled, 
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Abe: Not unlike the late Mr Gloney. In other words, 

& mandina million. I knew Strongligg in my youth and 

was the recipient of many hefty hooks which, on occasion, 
laid me out as one poleaxed. No two ways about it, that 
man saved me from the slithery slope, aye me and countless 
other brute beasts of minim comprehension. (Taps Mre 
Price on the shoulder with his walking stick.) There is 
no call for despondency here, Let ua take Hebrewe Xl:1. 

He loveth to chastiseth. He hath relieved multitudes of 

a weary burden. The anagogic parallels are plain. When Mr 
Gloney's son walked in I rose at once. An uncanny 
resemblance. The stamp of his father indelibly imprinted. 
I atepped forward, full of pride, let me confess it. 

"I knew your father well," I said. The poor Jad wept. He 
clasped me rowd the neck and wept. Nor cowld I withhold 
my tears. It was a most affecting affair, I tell you 
atraight. We blethered for hours, Old memories came 
flooding back. The dear dead days, that eumny clime, And 
Strongligg too will be remembered, A super screw. His 
slopping~out routine was unsurpassed. Prisoners on the 
double, chantie splish-sploshing in the right hand, wash-up 
basin swirling in the left, Clockwork precision, iron 
disipline. I owe it all to that. I was changed, changed 
utterly, by that. It was for Strongligg I first kept ny 
ears open. Today they say of me that I can hear the grase 
growing, and it is true, I freely and unashamedly declare 
4t. Watson and White, ex-puga, two of the hardest men up 
the Gaspipe Road, White with his air-gun and Watson with 
his bayonet ~ ask them about Abe, And ask Sergeant Leonard. 
He'll tell you. For it was he, acting on informtion fished 
up owt of the murky depths by me, at the cost of much 
personal aggravation and no small risk, who solved a grand 
total of 110 baffling cases and put at least three times 
that number of villainous persons in the poky. I do not 
have the impertinence to take all the credit to myself, 

I did not rehabllitate myself. Put it down rather to Mr 
Gloney and PO Billy Strongligg. They made me what I am 
today. And many another walking the streets of this town 
would acknowledge the same, had they guts enough to stand 
up and open their mouths. Yes, Strongligg will be remembered, 


Matty MacLeverty (throws herself at Strongligg's feet, 
grips him round the thighs and snuggles up close; rapturously)s 
I thought the breed had vanished from the earth! 


PO Billy Strongliges Mind me truncheon, mdam, 


Mrs Prices How appalling! It's the vodka and vermouth, 
I smelt it on her breath. 


Rev. P.W, Turner, D.D.: Thet is the brew of hell, 


Sandy Maclaverty (failed politico, wedded to Matty): 
Begging your worship's pardon, I have to say my wife is 
not herself. Heavy duties in Strasbourg, Brussels, London, 
Faris, Rome and in the near and middle Inat have quite 
exhausted her, She drives herself too hard. Now the Arabs 
are after her again and I have had to turn them down, It 
is not vodka and vermouth, as the good lady was pleased to 
state, but gin and bitters - an addiction she acquired at 
Westminater while doggedly defending the interests of the 
Scottish people. She drank nothing but Scottish malts before 
going there. We have reason to believe hor drinks ware 
tampered with. There are unscrupulous people about. 


PO Billy Strongligg (struggling to keep upright, unpockets 
the scarred and gnarled baton and presents 1% to Abe)s Hold 
on to it for me. Put it ina safe place, 


Abe (awe-struck): I will, I will. You can count on me, 


Mra Price (smtching the baton): What a beauty! That 
foul knave Hellinger. It was too good for him 


PO Billy Strongliggs I told him so at the time, 
Jury Foremans We beg leave to examine the weapon. 


Lord Dimparks What the devil for? You heard forensic. 
Traces of nothing but steel wool and lifebuoy soap, 
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(A susurrant flow of sobs and sighs and moans and little 
gurgling groans. Once again all eyes turn to the rafters, 
It is the min event of the evening, the mn himself, 
Hendy 0, Todrick, in transports. Gemeramen swing out on 
perilous gantries to shoot the ecstatic vieage of Mr 
Todrick whose head rears and rolls within the strict 
confines of Hellinger's porthole. It is the delirium of 
the possessed. The mases are ensorcelled, They have 
flocked to the scene in their mighty hordes. They gawk, 
they cheer, they peo themselves. For a nearer view the 
Eight Beefy Ladies of Lilybank push forward, Sergeant 
Leonard and his cadeta are quick to follow. At intervals 
one hears Hellinger's savage and vengeful roars which 
curdle the blood. In the acme of devotion, Jimny Hitler 
Robingon blows kisses, The whole city is in a whirl. 

The weevil, Dimpark and his hand-picked jury push forward. 
The 63 redundant seat-wipers desert the picket line. The 
prancing Quayle brothers are here, ani lovely Felix, and 
dear Jamie, and poor queer Ranaghan, and the vivacious 
Gloney, with the mundering Gypsy bringing up the rear. 
It is all happening. Bailie Joe P. Molssed wagers 
recklessly on an early Hendy climax. The Face lunges 
clumsily with his fist; but Ruth Wypart, ina single 
dexterous movement, sways out of renge, grips his elbow 
and spins him headlong into the milling throng. The 
fever of the genital embrace sweeps through the crowd. 
Many dance shamelessly in the nudet QCs, MPs, ACDGs, 
gentlemen farmers, bon viveurs and half-wits. Beatrix 
the Hun has abandoned her dollop bundle. Pastor Bass, 
albeit shaking a fist, nevertheless pushes forward. Big 
Machlick, sometimes called half-a-face, sometimes juat 
Blotchy, a waiter in the Vicky Bar, Brigait, goes 
berserk, The albino and hia aerosol gang negotiate with 
Abe. Mad Vad Zaluck, who bites jugulars, pushes forward. 
The Lord Provost has beén prevailed upon to return, and 
with his whole retinue, including Bashir Kahn and the 
Lady Provost, whose recovery was as sudden ag it was 
unexpected, they all push forward. A most memorable 
night in the history of our town. 


Nothing in living memory to compare with it. We shall 
have civic luncheons to commemorate it. -11 hail the 
callipygian antisysygy! we shall iave felicitous idyls 
in the Scotaman, There will be GJEs in it for some, 
after tonight, never fear, to ssy nothing of arts 
Council grants. Sut meanwhile, with the streets 
unpeopled, 1% 1s a good moment for Dominic and Victor 
to emerge. The trouserless Victor, and not the sharp- 
eyed Dominic, is first to venture out. He can tell at 
a glance that the accusers have departed. He motions 
to Dominic. The cautious Dominic, crouched low, pokes 
out his head, peers anxiously to left and right, and 
finally comes crawling out on hands and knees. Victor 
assists him to the vertical, dusts him dow and helps 
him get bis polaroids securely in place. They face each 
other in the broad light of day. They have the lock of 
two people who unquestionably belong together. It isa 
rather sad and inexorable, if not altogether uninvited, 
doom. The two men move sedately down Albion Street. 
They are quite resigned. the streets are theirs. ) 
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